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FOREWORD 

Modern  readers  may  appreciate  a  text  of  the 
Rowley  Poems  wherein  each  word  stands  as  its 
author  first  gave  it  to  the  world.  It  would  be 
hard  to  find  any  book  whose  editor  would  have 
had  less  justification  in  altering  the  spellingof  the 
text,  since,  the  language  being  of  no  period, 
but  of  the  author's  invention  alone,  the  form  of 
the  words  is  one  of  the  aesthetic  elements  which 
give  value  to  Chatterton's  work.  A  source  as 
they  were  of  Coleridge's  inspiration  and,  through 
him,  of  the  modern  romantic  school — the  Rowley 
Poems  claim  the  interest  alike  of  the  student  and 
the  instructed  reader.  The  explanatory  notes  are 
selected  from  those  which  Chatterton  thought 
necessary  for  the  public  of  his  day. 
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JB?  ECLOGUE  THE  FIRST 
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ENGLONDE*SMEETHYNGE 
FROM  HER  LETHAL 
WOUNDE, 

FROM  HER  GALLED  NECKE 
DYD  “TWYTTE  THE 
CHAYNE  AWAIE, 
KENNYNGE  HER  LEGEFUL 
SONNES  FALLE  ALL 
AROUNDE, 

(MYGHTIE  THEIE  FELL, 
’TWAS  HONOURE  LEDDE 
THE  FRAIE,) 


^Shep¬ 
herds. 
*  Ab¬ 
ruptly. 


*  Added. 


®^Sad. 


Thanne  inne  a  dale,  bie  eve's  darke  surcote  graie, 
Twayne  lonelie  *shepsterres  dyd  ^abroddenflie, 
(The  rostlyng  liff  doth  theyr  why  tte  hartes  affraie,) 
And  wythe  the  owlette  trembled  and  dyd  crie ; 
Firste  Roberte  N eatherde  hys  sore  boesom  stroke, 
Then  fellen  on  the  grounde  and  thus  yspoke. 

ROBERTE. 

Ah,  Raufe!  gif  thos  the  howres  do  commealonge, 
Gif  thos  wee  flie  in  chase  of  farther  woe, 

Oure  fote  wylle  fayle,  albeytte  wee  bee  stronge, 
Ne  wylle  oure  pace  swefte  as  oure  danger  goe, 
To  oure  grete  wronges  we  have^enheped  moe, 
The  Baronnes  warre !  oh!  woe  and  well-a-daie! 
I  haveth  lyff,  bott  have  escaped  soe, 

That  lyff  ytsel  mie  Senses  doe  affraie. 

Oh  Raufe,  comme  lyste,  O’  hear  mie  'Mernie  tale, 
Comme  heare  the  balefull  dome  of  Robynne  of 
the  Dale. 

RAUFE. 


*  The  Saie  to  mee  nete ;  I  kenne  thie  woe  in  myne ; 

Devil.  O !  I've  a  tale  that  *Sabalus  mote  telle. 

*  Good.  Swote  flouretts,  mantled  meedows,  forestes 
^Groves.  *dygne; 

*  Far-  ^Gravots  ^far-kend  arounde  the  Errmiet's  cell ; 

seen.  The  swote  *ribible  ^dynning  yn  the  dell ; 

*  Violin.  The  joyous  daunceynge  ynn  the  ^hoastrie 

*  Sound-  courte; 

ing.  Eke  the  highe  songe  and  every ch  joie  farewell, 

*  Inn,  or  Farewell  the  verie  shade  of  fayre  dysporte: 
public-  Mmpestering  trobble  onn  mie  heade  doe 

house.  comme, 

^  Annoy-  Ne  on  kynde  Seyncte  to  warde  the  aye 
ing.  encreasynge  dome. 
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ROBERTE. 

Oh !  I  coulde  waile  mie  kynge-coppe-decked 
*mees, 

Mie  spreedynge  flockes  of  shepe  of  lillie  white, 
Mie  tendre  ^applynges,  and  ^embodyde  trees, 
Mie  Parker  s  ^Grange,  far  spreedynge  to  the 
syghte, 

Mie  *cuyen  kyne,  mie  bullockes  ^stringe  yn 
fyghte, 

Mie  ^gorne  emblaunched  with  the  comfreie 
plante, 

Mie  *floure  Seyncte  Marie  shotteyng  wythe  the 
lyghte, 

Mie  store  of  all  the  blessynges  Heaven  can  grant. 
I  amm  duressed  unto  sorrowes  blowe, 
Hhanten'd  to  the  peyne,will  lette  ne  sake  teare 
flowe. 

RAUFE. 

Here  I  wille  ^obaie  untylle  Dethe  doe'pere, 
Here  lyche  a  foule  empoysoned  leathel  tree, 
Whyche  sleaeth  everichone  that  commeth  nere, 
Soe  wille  I  fyxed  unto  thys  place  *gre. 

I  to  ^bement  haveth  moe  cause  than  thee; 
Sleene  in  the  warre  mie  ^boolie  fadre  lies ; 

Oh!  joieous  I  hys  mortherer  would  slea, 

And  bie  hys  syde  for  aie  enclose  myne  eies. 
^Calked  from  everych  joie,  heere  wylle  I  blede; 
Fellys  the  Cullys-yatte  of  mie  hartes  castle  stede. 

ROBERTE. 

Oure  woes  alyche,  alyche  our  dome  shal  bee. 
Mie  sonne,  *mie  sonne  alleyn,  ^ystorven  ys; 
Here  wylle  I  staie,  and  end  mie  lyff  with  thee; 

A  lyff  lyche  myne  a  borden  ys  ywis. 
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*  Mea¬ 

dows. 
**  Grafted 
trees. 

*  Thick, 

stout. 

*  Liberty 
of  pas¬ 
ture 

given  to 
Mr. 
Parker. 

*  Ten¬ 

der. 

*  Strong. 
^Gar¬ 
den. 

*  Mary- 

gold. 

*  Accus¬ 

tomed. 
^  Abide. 

*  Grow. 

*  Lam¬ 

ent. 

*Much 

loved, 

beloved. 

*Cast 

out. 

*My 
only  son. 

*  Dead. 


*  Cot-  Now  from  ecn  Mogges  fleddcn  is  ^selyness, 

tagcs.  Mynsterres  alleyn  can  boastc  the  *hallie  Seyncte, 
^Happi-  Now  doeth  Englonde  weare  a  bloudie  dresse 
ness.  And  wyth  her  champyonnes  gore  her  face 

*  Holy.  depeyncte ; 

H  Com-  Peace  fledde,  disorder  sheweth  her  dark  *rode, 
plexion.  And  thorow  ayre  doth  flie,  yn  garments  steyned 

*  Dimin-  with  bloude. 

ished. 

*  Aston- 

^  jshed.  ECLOGUE  THE  SECOND. 

PR  YTE  S  of  the  bleste,  the 
pious  Nygelle  sed, 
Poure  owteyerpleasaunce 
onn  mie  fadres  hedde. 

Rycharde  of  Lyons  harte 
to  fyghte  is  gon, 
Uponne  the  brede  sea  doe 
*Amusi-  the  banners  gleme; 

cal  in-  The  *amenused  nationnes  be  ^aston, 

strument,  To  ken  syke  large  a  flete,syke  fyne,  syke  ^breme. 
not  un-  The  barkis  ^heafods  * coupe  the  ^lymed  streme ; 
like  a  ^Oundes  synkeynge  oundes  upon  the  hard  ^ake 
hautboy.  riese ; 

*  Sound.  The  water  *slughornes  wythe  a  swotye  ^cleme 
^Con-  ^Conteke  the  dynnynge  ayre,  and  reche  the 

fuse,  skies. 

contend  Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  on  gouldyn  trones  ^astedde, 
with.  Poure  owteyer  pleasaunce  onn  mie  fadres  hedde. 
%  Seated. 

*  Red.  The  *gule  depeyncted  oares  from  the  black  tyde, 
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^  btrong. 

*  Heads. 
•Cut. 

*  Glassy, 
reflect¬ 
ing. 

*  Waves, 
billows. 
^Oak. 


*  Decorn  wyth  tonnes  tare,  doe  shemrynge  ryse; 
Upswalynge  doe  ^heie  sheweynnedrieriepryde, 
Lyche  gore-red  ^estells  in  the  eve-merk  skyes; 
The  *nome-depeyncted  shields,  the  speres 
aryse, 

Alyche  talle  roshes  on  the  water  syde; 

Alenge  from  bark  to  bark  the  bryghte  sheene 
flyes; 

uSweft-kerv'd  delyghtes  doe  on  the  water 
glyde. 

Sprites  of  the  bleste,and  everichSeyncteydedde, 
Poure  owte  youre  pleasaunce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 

The  Sarasen  lokes  owte:  he  doethe  feere, 

That  Englondes  ^brondeous  sonnes  do  cotte  the 
waie, 

Lyke  honted  bockes,  theye  ^reineth  here  and 
there, 

Onknowlachynge  inne  whatte  place  to  *obaie 
The  banner  glesters  on  the  beme  of  daie; 

The  mittee  crosse  Jerusalim  ys  seene; 

Dhereof  the  syghte  yer  corrage  doe  affraie, 

In  balefull  dole  their  faces  be  ^ywreene. 

Spry  tes  of  the  bleste,  and  everich  Seyncte  ydedde, 
Poure  owte  your  pleasaunce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 

The  ^bollengersand  ^cottes  soe  swyfteyn  fyghte, 
Upon  the  sydes  of  everich  bark  appere; 

Foorthe  to  his  offyee  lepethe  everych  knyghte, 
Eftsoones  hys  squyer,  withhys  shielde  and  spere. 
The  jynynge  shieldes  doe  shemre  and  moke 
glare; 

The  dosheynge  oare^doe  make  ^gemoted  dynne ; 
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*  Carved. 

*  They. 

*  A  cor¬ 
ruption 
of  es- 
toile;  Fr. 

a  star. 
*Rebus'd 
shields ; 
a  herald 
term; 
when  the 
charge  of 
the  shield 
implies 
the  name 
of  the 
bearer. 

*  Short¬ 

lived. 

^Furi¬ 

ous. 

^Run¬ 

neth. 

*  Abide. 

*  Cov¬ 

ered. 
^Differ¬ 
ent  kinds 
of  boats. 
^United, 
assem¬ 
bled. 


*  Run-  The  *reynyng  foemen,  thynckeynge  gif  to  dare, 

ning.  *Boun  the  merk  swerde,  theie  seche  to  Traie, 

51  Make  theie  ^blyn. 

ready.  Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  G  everyche  Seyncte  ydedde, 

*  E  n-  Powre  oute  yer  pleasaunce  onn  mie  fadres  hedde. 

gage. 

^  Cease,  Now  comm  the  warrynge  Sarasyns  to  fyghte ; 
stand  Kynge  Rycharde,  lyche  a  lyoncel  of  warre, 
still.  Inne  sheenynge  goulde,  lyke  feerie  *gronfers, 
*Ame-  dyghte, 

teor,from  Shaketh  alofe  hys  honde,  and  seene  afarre. 
gron,  a  Syke  haveth  I  espyde  a  greter  starre 
fen,  and  Amenge  the  *drybblett  ons  to  sheene  fulle 
fer,  a  cor-  bryghte ; 

ruption  Syke  sunnys  wayne  wyth  ^amayl'd  beames  doe 
of  fire ;  barr 

that  is,  a  The  blaunchie  mone  or  estells  to  gev  lyghte. 
fire  exha-  Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  and  everich  Seyncte  ydedde, 
led  from  Poure  owteyour  pleasaunce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 
a  fen. 

*  Small,  Distraughte  affraie,  wythe  lockes  of  blodde-red 

insignifi-  die, 

cant.  Terroure,  ^emburledyn  the  thonders  rage, 

*  Enam-  Deathe,  lynked  to  dismaie,  dothe  *ugsomme  flie, 

elled.  ^Enchafynge  echone  champyonne  war  to 

*  Armed.  wage. 

*  Terri-  Speeres  ^bevyle  speres;  swerdes  upon  swerdes 

bly.  engage; 

*  En-  Armoure  on  armouredynn,  shielde  upon  shielde ; 

courag-  Ne  dethe  of  thosandes  can  the  warre  assuage, 

ing,  Botte  falleynge  nombers  sable  all  the  feelde. 
treating.  Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  Geverych  Seyncte  ydedde, 

*  B  reak,  Poure  owte  youre  pleasaunce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 
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The  focmen  fal  arounde;  the  cross  reles  hye;  a  herald 
Steyned ynne  goere,  the  harte  of  warre  ys  seen;  term,sig- 
Kyng  Rycharde,  thorough  everyche  trope  dothe  nifying  a 
flie,  spear 

Andbeereth  ^meynte  of  T urkes  onto  the  greene;  broken 
Bie  hymm  the  floure  of  Asies  menn  ys  sleene;  in  tilting, 
The  *  waylynge  mone  doth  fade  before  hys  sonne ;  *  Many, 
Bie  hym  hys  kny  ghtes  bee  formed  to  actions  deene,  great 
Doeynge  syke  marvels,  strongers  be  *aston.  numbers, 
Sprytes  of  the  bleste,  and  everych  Seyncte  *  De¬ 


creasing. 
*  Aston- 


Poure  owte  your  pleasaunce  onn  mie  fadres 
hedde. 


ished. 


The  fyghte  ys  wonne ;  Kynge  Rycharde  master  is ; 

The  Englonde  bannerr  kisseth  the  hie  ayre; 

Full  of  pure  joie  the  armie  is  iwys, 

And  everych  one  haveth  it  onne  his  ^bayre;  *  Brow. 
Agayne  to  Englonde  comme,  and  worschepped 
there, 

Twyghte  into  lovynge  armes,  and  feasted  eft; 

In  everych  eyne  aredynge  nete  of  ^wyere  *  Grief, 

Of  all  remembrance  of  past  peyne  berefte.  trouble. 

Sprites  of  the  bleste,  and  everich  Seyncte  ydedde, 

Syke  pleasures  powre  upon  mie  fadres  hedde. 

Syke  Nigel  sed,  whan  from  the  bluie  sea 
The  upswol  sayle  dyd  daunce  before  his  eyne; 

Swefte  as  the  wishe,  hee  toe  the  beeche  dyd  flee, 

And  founde  his  fadre  steppeynge  from  thebryne. 

Lette  thyssen  menne,  who  haveth  sprite  of  loove, 
Bethyncke  untoe  hemselves  how  mote  the 
meetynge  proove. 


II 


^Lodges, 
huts. 
*  Cot¬ 
tages. 


Jtf  ECLOGUE  THE  THIRD.  J*  ^  ^ 

OULDST  thou  kenn 
nature  in  her  better 
parte  / 

Goe,  serche  the  *log- 
ges  and  ^bordels  of 
the  hynde ; 

Gyff  theie  have  anie, 
itte  ys  roughe-made 
arte, 

^  Naked,  Inne  hem  you  see  the  ^blakied  forme  of  kynde, 
original.  Haveth  your  mynde  a  lycheynge  of  a  mynde  / 

Woulde  it  kenne  everich  thynge,  as  it  mote 
bee/ 

Woulde  ytte  here  phrase  of  the  vulgar  from  the 
hynde, 

Withoute  wisegger  wordes  and  knowlache 
free  / 

Gyf  soe,  rede  thys,  whyche  Iche  dysporteynge 
pende; 

Gif  nete  besyde,  yttes  rhyme  maie  ytte 
commende. 

MANNE. 


Botte  whether,  fayre  mayde,  do  ye  goe  / 

O  where  do  ye  bende  yer  waie  / 

I  wille  knowe  whether  you  goe, 

*  An-  I  wylle  not  bee  ^asseled  naie. 

swered.  WOMANNE. 

To  Robyn  and  Nell,  all  downe  in  the  delle, 

*  Aid,  or  To  *hele  hem  at  makeynge  of  haie. 

help.  MANNE. 

Syr  Rogerre,  the  parsone,  hav  hyred  mee  there, 
Comme,  comme,  lett  us  tryppe  ytte  awaie, 
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Welle  wurke  and  we'lle  synge,  and  wylle 
*drenche  of  stronge  beer 
As  longe  as  the  merrie  sommers  daie. 
WOMANNE. 

How  harde  ys  mie  dome  to  wurch! 

Moke  is  mie  woe. 

Dame  Agnes,  whoe  lies  ynne  the  Chyrche 
With  ^birlette  golde, 

Wythe  ^gelten  *aumeres  stronge  ontolde, 

What  was  shee  moe  than  mee,  to  be  soe  f 

MANNE. 

I  kenne  Syr  Roger  from  afar 
T ryppynge  over  the  lea ; 

Ich  ask  whie  the  ^loverds  son 
Is  moe  than  mee. 

SYR  ROGERRE. 

The  sweltrie  sonne  doth  hie  apace  hys  wayne, 
From  everich  beme  a  ^seme  of  lyfe  doe  falle; 
^Swythyn  *scille  oppe  the  haie  uponne  the 
playne ; 

Methynckes  the  cockes  begynneth  to  gre  talle. 
Thys  ys  alyche  oure  doome;  the  great,  the 
smalle, 

Moste  withe  and  bee  ^forwyned  by  deathis 
darte. 

See !  the  swote  flourette  hathe  noe  swote  at  alle ; 
Itte  wythe  the  ranke  wede  berethe  ^evalle  parte. 
The  cravent,warrioure,and  thewyse  be^blente, 
Alyche  to  drie  awaie  wythe  those  theie  dyd 
*bemente. 

MANNE. 

All-a-boon,  Syr  Priest,  all-a-boon, 

Bye  yer  preestchype  nowe  saye  unto  mee; 
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*  Drink. 

*  A  hood. 

*  Guil- 

ded. 

*  Borders 
of  gold 

G  silver, 
on  which 
was  laid 
thin 
plates  of 
either 
metal 
counter¬ 
charged, 
not  un¬ 
like  the 
present 
spangled 
laces. 

*  Lord. 

*  Seed. 
^Quick¬ 
ly,  pres¬ 
ently. 

*  Gather. 

*  Dried. 

*  Equal. 
^Ceased, 
dead,  no 

more. 

*  La¬ 

ment, 


*  Care- 

folly, 

with  cir¬ 
cum¬ 
spection. 

*  Dry, 

sun¬ 

burnt, 

*  A  song, 
or  ballad. 
^  With¬ 
ered. 

*  Arisen, 
or  arose. 

*  Dis¬ 
dained. 

^Lord's. 
*A  purse 
or  bag. 

*  Ease. 

*  Happy. 


^The 
hidden 
or  secret 
part  of. 

*  Souls. 


Syr  Gaufrydthe  knyghte,who  lyvethe  harde  bie, 
Whie  shoulde  hee  than  mee. 

Bee  moe  greate, 

Inne  honnoure, knyghtehoode  and  estate,'' 

SYR  ROGERRE. 

Attourne  thine  eyne  arounde  thys  haied  mee, 
^Xentyflie  loke  arounde  the  ^chaper  delle; 

An  answere  to  thie  ^barganette  here  see, 

Thys  *welked  flourettewylle  a  leson  telle: 
^Arist  it  blew,itte  florished,and  dydwelle, 
Lokeyngeascaunceupon  thenaighboure  greene; 
Yet  with  the  ^deigned  greene  yttesrennome  felle, 
Eftsonnes  ytte  shronke  upon  the  daie-brente 
playne, 

Didde  not  y  ttes  loke,  whitest  ytte  there  dyd  stonde, 
Xo  croppe  ytte  in  the  bodde  move  somme  dred 
honde. 

Syke  ys  thewaie  of  lyffe;  the  Moverds  *ente 
Mooveth  the  robber  hym  therefor  to  slea ; 

Gyf  thou  has  *ethe,  the  shadowe  of  contente, 
Beleive  the  trothe,theres  none  moe^haile  yan  thee, 
Xhou  wurchest ;  welle,  canne  thatte  a  trobble 
bee.'' 

Slothe  moewulde  jade  thee  than  the  roughest 
daie. 

Couldest  thou  the  ^kivercled  of  *soughlys  see, 
Xhou  wouldst  eftsoones  see  trothe  ynne  whatte 
I  saie; 

Botte  lette  me  heere  thie  waieof  lyffe,  and  thenne 
Heare  thou  from  me  the  lyffes  of  odher  menne. 

MANNE. 

I  ryse  wythe  the  sonne, 


14 


Lyche  hym  to  dryve  the  wayne, 

And  eere  mie  wurche  is  don 
I  synge  a  songe  or  twayne. 

I  followe  the  plough-tayle, 

Wythe  a  longe  ujubb  of  ale. 

Botte  of  the  maydens,  oh! 

Itte  lacketh  notte  to  telle; 

Syr  Preeste  mote  notte  crie  woe, 

Culde  hys  bull  do  as  welle. 

I  daunce  the  beste  ^heiedeygnes, 

And  foile  thewysest  ^feygnes. 

On  everych  Seynctes  hie  daie 
Wythe  the  mynstrelle  am  I  seene, 

All  a  footeynge  it  awaie, 

Wythe  maydens  on  the  greene. 

But  oh !  I  wyshe  to  be  moe  greate, 

In  rennome,  tenure,  and  estate. 

SYR  ROGERRE. 

Has  thou  ne  seene  a  tree  uponne  a  hylle, 
Whose  *unliste  braunces  rechen  far  toe  syghte; 
Whan  *fuired  ^unwers  doe  the  heaven  fylle, 
Itte  shaketh  ‘Meere  yn  dole  and  moke  affryghte. 
Whylest  the  *congeon  flowrette  ^abessie 
dyghte, 

Stondethe  unhurte,  ^unquaced  bie  the  storme: 
Syke  is  a  ^picte  of  lyffe :  the  manne  of  myghte 
Is  tempest-chaft,hyswoe  greate  as  hys  forme, 
Thieselfe  a  flowrette  of  a  small  accounte, 
Wouldst  harder  felle  thewynde,as  hygher  thee 
dydste  mounte. 


*  A  bot¬ 

tle. 

*A 

country 

dance, 

still 

practised 
in  the 
North. 

*  A  cor¬ 
ruption 

of  feints. 
^Un¬ 
bound¬ 
ed. 

*  Furi¬ 

ous. 

*  Temp¬ 

ests. 

*  Dire. 

*  Dwarf. 

*  Humi¬ 

lity. 

*  Unhurt. 

*  Picture. 


15 


^La¬ 

menting. 


*  Mur¬ 
dering. 

*  Faintly. 

^Glis¬ 

tened. 

*Sad. 


^  Infuse. 
*  Juice. 


^Blasted. 

•'•'•For¬ 

saken. 


J*  ELINOURE  AND  JUGA.  Jfi 

NNE  Ruddeborne  bank 
twa  pynynge  May  dens 
sate, 

Theire  teates  faste  dryp- 
peynge  to  the  waterre 
cleere ; 

Echone  *bementynge  for 
her  absente  mate, 

Who  atte  Seyncte  Albonns 
shouke  the  ^morthynge  speare. 

The  nottebrowne  Elinoure  to  Juga  fayre 
Dydde  speke  ^acroole,  wythe  languishment  of 
eyne, 

Lyche  droppes  of  pearlie  dew^lemed  the 
quyvryng  brine. 

ELINOURE. 


O  gentle  Juga!  heare  mie  *dernie  plainte, 

T o  fyghte  for  Y orke  mie  love  ys  dyghte  in  stele ; 
Omaienesanguen  steine  the whyte  rose  peyncte, 
Maie  good  Seyncte  Cuthberte  watche  Syrre 
Roberte  wele. 

Moke  moe  thanne  deathe  in  phantasie  I  feele; 
See!  see!  upon  the  grounde  he  bleedynge  lies  ; 
^Inhild  some  ^joice  of  lyfe,  or  else  mie  deare 
love  dies. 


JUGA. 

Systers  in  sorrowe,  on  thys  daise-ey'd  banke, 
Where  melancholych  broods,  we  wyll  lamente; 
Bewettewythe  mornynge  dewe  and  evene 
danke ; 

Lyche  ^levynde  okes  in  eche  the  odher  bente, 
Or  lyche  *forlettenn  halles  of  merriemente, 
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Whose  gastlie  ^mitches  holde  the  traine  of  *  Ruins, 

fryghte, 

Where  lethale  ravens  bark,  and  owlets  wake  the 
nyghte. 

ELINOURE. 

No  moe  the  ^miskynette  shall  wake  the  morne,  *  A  small 

The  minstrelle  daunce,  good  cheere,  and  bagpipe, 

morryce  plaie ; 

No  moe  the  amblynge  palfrie  and  the  home 

Shall  from  the  Vessel  rouze  the  foxe  awaie;  ^  A  bush 

Til  seke  the  foreste  alle  the  lyve-longe  daie ;  or  hedge. 

Alle  nete  amenge  the  gravde  chyrche  glebe  wy  11 

a  g°C' 

And  to  the  passante  Spryghtes  lecture  mie  tale 
of  woe. 

JUG  A. 

Whan  *mokie  cloudis  do  hange  upon  the  leme  *  Black. 

Of  Meden  Moon,ynn  sylver  mantels  dyghte;  54  De- 

The  tryppeynge  Faeries  weve  the  golden  creasing, 

dreme  51  Happi- 

Of  ^Selyness^hyche  flyethe wythe the  nyghte;  ness. 

Thenne  (botte  the  Seynctes  forbydde!)  gif  to  a 
spryte 

Syrr  Rychardes  forme  ys  lyped,  I'll  holde 
dystraughte 

Hys  bledeynge  claie-colde  corse,  and  die  eche 
daie  ynn  thoughte. 

ELINOURE. 

Ah  woe  bementynge  wordes ;  what  wordes  can 

shewe!  ^Glassy. 

Thou  Mimed  ryver,  on  thie  *linche  maie  bleede  *Bank. 

Champyons,  whose  bloudewylle wythe  thie 
waterres  flowe, 
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And  Rudborne  streeme  be  Rudbome  streeme 
indeede ! 

Haste,  gentle  Juga,tryppe  ytte  oere  the  meade, 

To  knowe,orwhederwe  mustewaile  agayne, 

Or  wythe  oure  fallen  knyghtes  be  menged  onne 
the  plain. 

Soe  sayinge,  lyke  twa  levyn-blasted  trees, 

Or  twayne  of  cloudes  that  holdeth  stormie  rayne; 

Theie  moved  gentle  oere  the  dewie  mees, 

T  o  where  Seyncte  Albons  holie  shry  nes  remayne. 

There  dyd  theye  fynde  that  bothe  their  knyghtes 
were  slayne, 

Distraughte  theiewandered  to  swollen  Rud- 
bornes  syde, 

Y elled  theyre  leathalle  knelle,  sonke  ynn  the 
waves,  and  dyde. 
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J$TO  JOHNE  LYDGATE  (SENT  WITH 
THE  FOLLOWING  SONGE  TO  JELL  A.) 

ELL  thanne,  goode 
Johne,  sythe  ytt 
must  necdes  besoe; 
Thatt  thou  O'  I  a  bow-' 
tynge  matchc  must 
have, 

Letteytt  ne  breakynge 
of  oulde  friend- 
shyppe  goe, 

Thys  ys  the  onelie  alLa-boone  I  crave. 


Rememberr  Stowe,  the  Bryghtstowe  Carmalyte, 

Whowhanne  Johne  Clarkynge,  one  of  myckle 
lore, 

Dydd  throwe  hys  gauntlette--penne,wyth  hym 
to  fyghte, 

Hee  showd  smallewytte,  and  showd  hysweak- 
nesse  more. 


Thys  ys  mie  formance,  whyche  I  nowe  have 
wrytte, 

The  best  performance  of  mie  lyttel  wytte. 
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y  SONGE  TO  ;ELLA,  LORDE  OF  THE 
CASTEL  OF  BRYSTOWE  YNNE 
DAIES  OF  YORE.  J*  J*  JfL  M 

H  thou,  orr  what  re~ 
maynes  of  thee, 
iElla,  the  darlynge  of 
futurity, 

Lettthysmiesonge  bolde 
as  thie  courage  be, 

As  everlastynge  to 
posteritye. 

Whanne  Dacya's  sonnes,  whose  hayres  of 
bloude  redde  hue 

Lyche  kynge^cuppes  brastynge  wythe  the 
morning  due, 

Arraung'd  ynne  dreare  arraie, 

Upponne  the  lethale  daie, 

Spredde  farre  andwyde  onne  Watchets  shore; 
Than  dyddst  thou  furiouse  stande, 

And  bie  thie  burlie  hande 
Beesprengedd  all  the  mees  wythe  gore. 

Drawne  bie  thyne  anlace  felle, 

Downe  to  the  depthe  of  helle 
Thousandes  of  Dacyannswent; 

Brystowannes,  menne  of  myghte, 

Ydar'd  the  bloudie  fyghte, 

And  actedd  deeds  full  quent. 

Oh  thou,whereer  (thie  bones  att  reste) 

Thye  Spryte  to  haunte  delyghteth  beste, 
Whetherr  upponne  the  bloude-embrewedd 
pleyne, 
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Orr  whare  thou  kcnnst  Fromm  farrc 
The  dysmall  cryc  of  warre, 

Orr  scest  sommc  mountaync  made  of  corse  of 
sleyne; 

Orr  seest  the  hatchedd  stede, 

Ypraunceynge  o'er  the  mede, 

And  neighe  to  be  amenged  the  poynctedd 
speeres ; 

Orr  ynne  blacke  armoure  staulke  arounde 
Embattel'd  Brystowe,once  thie  grounde, 

And  glowe  ardurous  onn  the  Castle  steeres ; 

Orr  fierye  round  the  mynsterr  glare; 

Lette  Brystowe  stylle  be  made  thie  care ; 
Guarde  ytt  fromme  foemenne  O  consumynge 
fyre; 

Lyche  Avones  streme  ensyrke  ytte  rounde, 
Ne  lette  a  flame  enharme  the  grounde, 

Tylle  ynne  one  flame  all  the  whole  worlde 
expyre. 
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M  THE  underwritten  Lines  were  composed 

by  JOHN  LYDGATE,  a  Priest  in  London,  O' 

sent  to  ROWLIE,  as  an  Answer  to  the  prece- 

11 

AVYNGE  wythe 
mouche  attentyonn 
redde 

Whatt  you  dydd  to  mee 
sende, 

Admyre  the  varses 
mouche  I  dydd, 

And  thus  an  answerr 
lende. 

Amongs  the  Greeces  Homerwas 
A  Poett  mouche  renownde, 

Amongs  the  Latyns  Vyrgilius 
Was  beste  of  Poets  founde. 

The  Brytish  Merlyn  oftenne  hanne 
The  gyfte  of  inspyration, 

And  Afled  to  the  Sexonne  menne 
Dydd  synge  wythe  elocation. 

Ynne  Norman  tymes,Turgotus  and 
Goode  Chaucer  dydd  excelle, 

Thenn  Stowe,  the  Bryghtstowe  Carmelyte, 
Dydd  bare  awaie  the  belle. 

Nowe  Rowlie  ynne  these  mokie  dayes 
Lendes  owte  hys  sheenynge  lyghtes, 

And  T urgotus  and  Chaucer  ly ves 
Ynne  ev'ry  lyne  hewrytes. 
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j$  THE  TOURNAMENT. 
AN  INTERLUDE. 


r‘  ■  •  ■  1  •  >1 

. 


, 


■ 

* 

■ 


*  Sport 
or  play. 


M  Curi¬ 
ously  de¬ 
vised 
fancy  s. 

*  Fiery. 

*  Enam¬ 

elled. 

*That. 


*  Dis¬ 
penser. 

*  Arm¬ 

our. 

^Burn¬ 

ish. 

*Weak, 

tender. 


J0-  (Enter  an  HERAWDE.) 

HE  Tournament  be- 
gynnes ;  the  hammerrs 
sounde; 

The  courserrs  *'lysse 
about  the  mensuredd 
fielde ; 

The  shemrynge  armoure 
throws  the  sheene 


arounde ; 

^Quayntyssed  fons  depictedd  onn  eche  sheelde. 

The  ^feerie  heaulmets,  wythe  the  wreathes 
^amielde, 

Supportes  the  rampynge  lyoncell  orr  beare, 

Wythe  straunge  depyctures,  Nature  maie  nott 
yeelde, 

Unseemelie  to  all  orderr  doe  appere, 

Y ett  *yatte  to  menne,  who  thyncke  and  have  a 
spryte, 

Makes  knowen  thatt  the  phantasies  unryghte. 

I,  Sonne  of  Honnoure,  ^spencer  of  her  joies, 

Muste  swythen  goe  to  yeve  the  speeres 
arounde, 

Wythe  ^advantayle  C  ^borne  I  meynte  emploie, 

Who  withoute  mee  woulde  fall  untoe  the 
grounde. 

Soe  the  tall  oake  the  ivie  twysteth  rounde ; 

Soe  the  *nesheflowerr  greesynnethewoodeland 
shade. 

The  worlde  bie  diffraunceysynne  orderr  founde; 

Wydhoute  unlikenesse  nothynge  could  bee 
made. 
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As  ynn  the  ^Jbowke  nete  alleyn  cann  bee  donne  H  Body. 
Syke  ynn  the  weal  of  kynde  all  thynges  are  partes 
of  onne. 

J0  (Enterr)  SYRR  SYMONNE  DE 
BOURTONNE. 

Herawde,  bie  heavenne  these  tylterrs  staie  too 
long. 

Mie  phantasie  ys  dyinge  forr  the  fyghte. 

The  mynstrelles  have  begonne  the  thyrde  warr 
songe, 

Y ett  notte a  speere of  hemm  hath  grete  mie  syghte. 

I  feere  there  be  ne  manne  wordhie  mie  myghte.  *  Gui  de 
I  lacke  a  ^Guid,  a  ^Wyllyamm  to  entylte.  S.  Egi- 

T o  *reine  anente  a  fele  embodiedd  knyghte,  dio,  the 
Y tt  gettes  ne  rennome  gy ff  hys  blodde  bee  spylte.  most 

Bie  heavenne  O  Marie ytt  ys  tyme  they're  here;  famous 
I  lyche  nott  ^unthylle  thus  to  wielde  the  speare.  tilter  of 

HERAWDE.  his  age. 

Methynckes  I  heareyer  slugghornesdynnfromm  ^Will- 
farre.  iam 

BOURTONNE.  Rufus. 

Ah !  ^swythenn  mie  shielde  €r  tyltynge  launce  *  Run. 

bee  bounde.  *Use- 

Eftsoones  beheste  mie  Squyerr  to  the  warre.  less. 

I  flie  before  to  clayme  a  challenge  grownde.  *  Quick - 

J3(Goeth  oute.)  ly. 

HERAWDE. 

Thie  valourous  actes  woulde  meinte  of  menne 
astounde; 

Harde  bee  yer  ^shappe  encontrynge  thee  ynn  *  Fate, 
fyghte ; 

Anenst  all  menne  thou  berest  to  the  grounde, 

Lyche  the  hard  hayle  doth  the  tall  roshes  pyghte, 
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As  whanne  the  mornynge  sonne  ydronks  the  dew , 
*  Drink.  Syche  dothe  thie  valourous  actes  ‘Mrocke  eche 
knyghte's  hue. 


*  Song. 


^Ac¬ 

tivity. 

^Bent. 

*  Burn¬ 

ished. 

*  Hid¬ 

den. 

*Ar- 


The  LYSTES.  The  Kynge.  Syrr  Symonne 
de  Bourtonne,  Syrr  Hugo  Ferraris,  Syrr 
Ranulph  Neville,  Syrr  Lodovick  de  Clynton, 
Syrr  Johan  de  Berghamme,  and  odherr 
Knyghtes,  Herawdes,  Mynstrelles,  and 
Servytours. 

KYNGE. 


The  ^barganette;  yee  mynstrelles  tune  the 
strynge, 

Somme  actyonn  dyre  of  auntyante  kynges  now 
synge. 

MYNSTRELLES. 

Wyllyamm,  the  Normannes  floure  botte 
Englondes  thorne, 

The  manne  whose  myghte  'Melievretie  hadd 
knite, 

^Snett  oppe  hys  long  strunge  bowe  and  sheelde 
*aborne, 

Behesteynge  all  hys  hommageres  to  fyghte. 

Goe,  rouze  the  lyonn  fromm  hys  ^hylted  denne, 

Lett  thie  'Tloesdrenche  the  blodde  of  anie  thynge 
bott  menne. 


rows. 

Ynn  the  treed  forreste  doe  the  knyghtes  appere; 
Wyllyamm  wythe  myghte  hys  bowe  enyronn’d 
plies ; 

Loude  dynns  the  arrowe  ynn  the  wolfynn's 
eare; 

^Loudly,  Hee ryseth  ^battent,  roares,  he  panctes,hee  dyes. 
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F orslagenn  att  thie  feete  lctt  wolvynns  bee , 

Lett  thie  floes  drenche  theyre  blodde,  bott  do  ne 
bredrenn  slea. 

Throwe  the  merke  shade  of  twistynde  trees  hee 
rydes ; 

The  flemed  owlett  flapps  herr  eve^speckte 
wynge; 

The  *lordynge  toade  ynn  all  hys  passes  bides; 

The  ^berten  neders  att  hymm  darte  the  stynge; 

Styll,  stylle,  hee  passes  onn,  hys  stede  astrodde, 

Nee  hedes  the  daungerous  waie  gyff  leadynge 
untoe  bloodde. 


*  Stand- 
ingon  his 
hindlegs. 

*  Vene~ 

mous. 


The  lyoncel,  fromme  sweltrie  countries 
braughte, 

Coucheynge  binethe  the  sheltre  of  the  brierr, 

Att  commyng  dynn  doth  rayse  hymselfe 
distraughte, 

Hee  loketh  wythe  an  eie  of  flames  of  fyre. 

Goe,  sticke  the  lyonn  to  hys  hyltren  denne, 

Lette  thie  floes  drenche  the  blood  of  anie  thynge 
botte  menn. 


Wythe  passent  steppe  the  lyonn  mov'th  alonge; 

W yllyamm  hys  ironne~  woven bowe  hee  bendes, 

Wythe  myghte  alyche  the  ^roghlynge  thonderr  ^Rolling, 
stronge; 

The  lyonn  ynn  a  roare  hys  spryte  foorthe  sendes. 

Goe,  slea  the  lyonn  ynn  hys  blodde^steyn'd 
denne, 

Botte  bee  thie  ^takelle  drie  fromm  blodde  of  ^  Arrow, 

odherr  menne. 
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Swcftc  fromm  the  thyckett  starks  the  stagge 
awaie ; 

*  Horse-  The  *couraciers  as  swefte  doe  afterr  flie. 
coursers.  Hee  lepethe  hie,  hee  stondes,  hee  kepes  att  baie, 

Botte  metes  the  arrowe,  and  eftsoones  doth  die. 
Forslagenn  atte  thie  fote  lette  wylde  beastes  bee, 
Lett  thie  floes  drenche  yer  blodde,  yett  do  ne 
bredrenn  slee. 

Wythe  murtherr  tyredd,  hee  sleynges  hys  bowe 
alyne. 

*Gar-  The  stagge  ys  touch'd  wythe  crownes  of  lillie 
lands  of  flowerrs. 

flowers  Arounde  theire  heaulmes  theie  greene  verte  doe 
being  put  entwyne; 

round  the  Joying  andrev'lousynn  the  grenewode  bowerrs. 

neck  of  F orslagenn  wyth  thie  floe  lette  wylde  beastes  bee, 

the  game;  Feeste  thee  upponne  theire  fleshe,  doe  ne  thie 

from  bredrenn  slee. 

ouch,  a  KYNGE. 

chain.  N owe  to  the  T ourneie ;  who  wylle  fyrste  affraie  S 

HERAULDE. 

Nevylle,  a  baronne,  bee  yatte  honnoure  thyne. 

BOURTONNE. 

I  clayme  the  passage. 

NEVYLLE. 

*  L)is-  I  Vontake  thie  waie. 

pute.  BOURTONNE. 

Thenn  there's  mie  gauntlette  onn  mie  gaber- 
dyne. 

*  Lawful.  HEREHAULDE. 

*  W or-  A  Meegefull  challenge,  knyghtes  O  champyonns 

thy.  *dygne. 
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A  leegefull  challenge, lette  the  slugghor  ne  sounde. 

JSf  (Syrr  Symonne  and  Nevylle  tylte.) 

Nevylle  ys  goeynge,  manne  and  horse,  toe 
grounde. 

J2-  (Nevylle  falls.) 

Loverdes,  how  doughtilie  the  tylterrs  joyne ! 

Y  ee  champyonnes,  heere  Symonne  de  Bourtonne 
fyghtes, 

Onne  hee  hathe  quacedd,  assayle  hymm,yee 
knyghtes. 

FERRARIS. 

I  wylle  anente  hymm  goe;  mie  squierr,  mie 
shielde; 

Orr  onne  orr  odherr  wyll  doe  myckle  seethe 

Before  I  doe  departe  the  lissedd  fielde, 

Mieselfe  orr  Bourtonne  hereupponnwyll  blethe. 

Mie  shielde. 

BOURTONNE. 

Comme  onne,  O  fitte  thie  tylte-launce  ^ethe.  *  Easy 

Whanne  Bourtonn  fyghtes,  hee  metes  a  doughtie 
foe. 

(Theie  tylte.  Ferraris  falleth.) 

Hee  falleth;  nowe  bie  heavenne  thie  woundes 

doe  ^smethe;  *  Smoke. 

I  feere  mee,  I  have  wroughte  thee  myckle  woe. 

HERAWDE. 

Bourtonne  hys  seconde  beereth  to  the  feelde. 

Comme  onn,yee  knyghtes,  and  wynn  the 
honnour'd  sheeld. 

BERGHAMME. 

I  take  the  challenge;  squyre,  mie  launce  and 
stede. 

I,  Bourtonne,  take  the  gauntlette;  forrmee  staie. 
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*  Fight. 


*  Des¬ 
troying 
light- 
ening. 


*  Again. 


*  De¬ 

clare. 

*  Fate. 


*They. 

*Be- 


Botte,  gyff  thou  fyghteste  mee,  thou  shalt  have 
mede; 

Somme  odherr  I  wylle  champyonn  toe  ^affraie; 

Perchaunce  fromme  hemm  I  maie  possess  the 
daie, 

Thenn  I  schalle  bee  a  foemanne  forr  thie  spere. 

Herehawde,  toe  the  bankes  of  Knyghtys  saie, 

De  Berghamme  wayteth  forr  a  foemann  heere. 

CLINTON. 

Botte  longe  thou  schalte  ne  tende;  I  doe  thee  fie. 

Lyche  *forreying  levynn,  schalle  mie  tylte-launce 
flie. 

(Berghamme  &  Clinton  tylte.  Clinton 
fallethe.) 

BERGHAMME. 

Nowe,  nowe,  Syrr  Knyghte,  attoure  thie 
beeveredd  eyne. 

I  have  borne  downe,  and  Hefte  doe  gauntlette 
thee, 

Swythenne  begynne.  and  ^wrynn  thie  ^shappe 
orr  myne ; 

Gyff  thou  dyscomfytte,ytt  wylle  dobblie  bee. 

(Bourtonne  G*  Burghamm  tylteth. 

Berghamme  falls.) 
HERAWDE. 

Symonne  de  Bourtonne  haveth  borne  downe 
three, 

And  bie  the  thyrd  hathe  honnoure  of  a  fourthe. 

Lett  hymm  bee  sett  asyde,  tylle  hee  doth  see 

A  tyltynge  forr  a  knyghte  of  gentle  wourthe. 

Heere  commethe  straunge  knyghtes;  gyff 
corteous  *heie, 

Ytt  welle  ^beseies  to  yeve  hemm  ryghte  of  fraie. 
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comes. 


FIRST  KNYGHTE. 

Straungerrs  wee  bee,  Ghomblie  doe  wee  clayme 
The  rennome  ynn  thys  Tourneie  forr  to  tylte; 
Dherbie  to  proove  from  cravents  owre  goode 
name, 

^Bewrynnynge  thatt  wee  gentile  blodde  have 
spylte. 

HEREHAWDE. 

Yee  knyghtes  of  cortesie,  these  straungerrs,  saie, 
Bee  you  fulle  wyllynge  forr  to  yeve  hemm  fraie  { 
(Fyve  Knyghtes  tylteth  wythe  the 
straunge  Knyghte,  and  bee 
everichone  overthrowne.) 
BOURTONNE. 

Nowe  bie  Seyncte  Marie,  gyff  onn  all  the  fielde 
Y crasedd  speres  and  helmetts  bee  besprente, 
Gyff  everyche  knyghte  dydd  houlde  a  piercedd 
sheeld, 

Gyff  all  the  feelde  wythe  champyonne  blodde 
bee  ^stente, 

Yett  toe  encounterr  hymm  I  bee  contente. 
Annodherr  launce,  Marshalle,  anodherr  launce. 
Albeytte  hee  wythe  *lowes  of  fyre  ^ybrente, 

Y  ett  Bourtonne  wouldeagenstehys  'Val  advance. 
Fyve  haveth  fallenn  downe  anethe  hys  speere, 
Botte  hee  schalle  bee  the  next  thatt  falleth  heere. 

Bie  thee,  Seyncte  Marie,  and  thy  Sonne  I  sweare, 
Thatt  ynn  whatte  place  yonn  doughtie  knyghte 
shall  fall 

Anethe  the  stronge  push  of  mie  straught  out 
speere, 

There  schalle  aryse  a  hallie  chyrches  walle, 
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^  Declar¬ 
ing- 


^  Stain¬ 
ed. 

*  Flames. 

*  Burnt. 

*  Hel¬ 

met. 


^  A- 
chicvc- 
ments. 


*  Broke. 


^Smok¬ 

ing. 


Thewhyche,ynn  honnoure,  I  wylle  Marye  calle, 

Wythe  pillars  large,  G'spyrefull  hygheGrrounde. 

And  thys  I  faifullie  wylle  stonde  to  all, 

Gyff  yonderr  straungerr  falleth  to  the  grounde. 

Straungerr,  bee  boune ;  I  champyonn  you  to 
warre. 

Sounde,  sounde  the  slughornes,  to  bee  hearde 
fromm  farre. 

JS.  (Bourtonne  Gr  the  Straungerr  tylt. 

Straunger  falleth.) 

KYNGE. 

The  Mornynge  Tyltes  now  cease. 

HERAWDE. 

Bourtonne  ys  kynge. 

Dysplaie  the  Englyshe  bannorre  onn  the  tente; 

Rounde  hymm,yee  mynstrelles,  songs  of 
^achments  synge ; 

Yee  Herawdes,  getherr  upp  the  speeres 
besprente; 

To  Kynge  of  Tourney^tylte  bee  all  knees  bente. 

Dames  faire  and  gentle,  forr  youre  loves  hee 
foughte ; 

Forr  you  the  longe  tylte^launce,  the  swerde  hee 
*shente: 

Hee  joustedd,alleine  havyngeyouynn  thoughte. 

Comme,  mynstrelles,  sound  the  strynge,  goe  onn 
eche  syde, 

Why  lest  hee  untoe  the  Kynge  ynn  state  doe  ryde. 

MYNSTRELLES. 

Whann  Battayle,  ^smethynge  wythe  new 
quickenn'd  gore, 

Bendynge  wythe  spoiles,  and  bloddie  droppynge 
hedde, 
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Dydd  the  merke  woode  of  ethe  and  rest  explore, 

Seekeynge  to  lie  onn  Pleasures  downie  bedde, 
Pleasure,  dauncyng  fromm  her  wode, 
Wreathedd  wythe  floures  of  aighntine, 
Fromm  hys  vysage  washedd  the  bloude, 
^Hylte  hys  swerde  and  gaberdyne 

Wythe  syke  an  eyne  shee  swotelie  hymm  dydd 
view, 

Dydd  soe  ^ycorvenn  everrie  shape  to  joie, 

Hys  spryte  dydd  chaunge  untoe  anodherr  hue, 

Hys  armes,  ne  spoyles,  mote  anie  thoughts 
emploie. 

All  delyghtsomme  and  contente, 

Fyre  enshotynge  fromm  hys  eyne, 

Y nn  hys  arms  hee  dydd  herr  *hente 
Lyche  the  ^merk-plante  doe  entwyne. 

Soe,  gyff  thou  lovest  Pleasure  and  herr  trayne, 

^Onknowlachynge  ynn  whatt  place  herr  to 
fynde, 

Thys  rule  ^yspende,  and  ynn  thie  mynde 
retayne ; 

Seeke  Honnoure  fyrste,  and  Pleasaunce  lies 
behynde. 


*  Hid. 


^Mould¬ 

ed. 


*  Grasp. 
^Night¬ 
shade. 

*  Un¬ 

know¬ 
ing. 
^  Con¬ 
sider. 
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BAWDIN. 


HE  featherd  songster 
chaunticleer 


Han  wounde  hys  bugle 
home, 


And  tolde  the  earlie 
villager 


The  commynge  of  the 
morne: 


Kynge  Edwarde  sawe  the  ruddie  streakes 
Of  lyghte  eclypse  the  greie; 

And  herde  the  raven's  crokynge  throte 
Proclayme  the  fated  daie. 

"Thou'rt  right/'  quod  hee,  "  for,  by  the  Godde 
''That  syttes  enthron'd  on  hyghe! 

"  Charles  Bawdin,  and  hys  fellowes  twaine, 
"To^daie  shall  surelie  die." 

Thenne  wythe  a  jugge  of  nappy  ale 

Hys  Knyghtes  dydd  onne  hymm  waite ; 

"Goe  tell  the  traytour,  thatt  to^daie 
"  Hee  leaves  thys  mortall  state." 

Syr  Canterlone  thenne  bendedd  lowe, 

Wythe  harte  brymm-fulle  of  woe; 

Hee  journey'd  to  the  castle^gate, 

And  to  Syr  Charles  dydd  goe. 

Butt  whenne  hee  came,  hys  children  twaine, 
And  eke  hys  lovyngewyfe, 


34 


Wythe  brinie  tears  dyddwett  the  floore, 

For  goode  Syr  Charleses  lyfe. 

"O  goode  Syr  Charles!"  sayd  Canterlone, 

"  Badde  tydyngs  I  doe  brynge." 

"  Speke  boldlie,  manne,"  sayd  brave  Syr 
Charles, 

"  Whatt  says  thie  tray  tor  kynge/" 

"  I  greeve  to  telle,  before  yonne  sonne 
"  Does  fromme  the  welkinn  flye, 

"  Hee  hath  uponne  hys  honour  sworne, 
"Thatt  thou  shalt  surelie  die." 

''Wee  all  must  die,"  quod  brave  Syr  Charles; 

"Of  thatte  I'm  not  affearde; 

"  Whatte  bootes  to  lyve  a  little  spaced 
"Thanke  Jesu,  I'm  prepar'd: 

"  Butt  telle  thye  kynge,for  myne  hee's  not, 

"  I’de  sooner  die  to-daie 
"Thanne  lyve  hys  slave,  as  manie  are, 

"Tho'  I  shoulde  lyve  for  aie." 

Thenne  Canterlone  hee  dydd  goe  out, 

To  telle  the  maior  straite 
To  gett  all  thynges  ynne  reddyness 
For  goode  Syr  Charleses  fate. 

Thenne  Maisterr  Canynge  saughte  the  kynge, 
And  felle  down  onne  hys  knee; 

"I'm  come,"  quod  hee, "unto  your  grace 
"To  move  your  clemencye," 
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Thcnne  quod  the  kynge,"  Youre  tale  speke  out, 
"You  have  been  much  oure  friende; 

"Whatever  youre  request  may  bee, 

"  Wee  wylle  to  ytte  attended ’ 

"  Mynobile  leige!  alle  my  request 
"  Ys  for  a  nobile  knyghte, 

"  Who,tho'  mayhap  hee  has  donewronge, 

"  Hee  thoghte  ytte  stylle  was  ryghte : 

"  Hee  has  a  spouse  and  children  twaine, 

"  Alle  rewyn’d  are  for  aie; 

"  Yff  thatt  you  are  resolv’d  to  lett 
"Charles  Bawdin  die  to-daie." 

"Speke  nott  of  such  a  tray  tour  vile," 

The  kynge  ynne  furie  sayde; 

"  Before  the  evening  starre  doth  sheene, 

"  Bawdin  shall  loose  hys  hedde: 

"  Justice  does  loudlie  for  hym  calle, 

"And  hee  shalle  have  hys  meede. 

"Speke,  Maister  Canynge!  Whatte  thynge  else 
"  Att  present  doe  you  needed" 

"My  nobile  leige!"  goode  Canynge  sayde, 
"Leave  justice  to  our  Godde, 

"And  laye  the  yronne  rule  asyde; 

"Be  thyne  the  olyve  rodde. 

"Was  Godde  to  serche  our  hertes  and  reines, 
"The  beste  were  synners  grete; 

"  Christ's  vycarr  only  knowes  ne  synne, 

"Ynne  alle  thys  mortall  state. 
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"Lett  mercie  rule  thyne  infante  reigne, 
"Twyll  faste  thye  crowne  fulle  sure; 

"From  race  to  race  thy  familie 
"  Alle  sov'reigns  shall  endure. 

"  Bott  yff  wythe  bloode  and  slaughter  thou 
"  Beginne  thy  infante  reigne, 

"Thy  crowne  uponne  thy  childrennes  brows 
"Wylie  never  long  remayne." 

"Canynge,  awaie!  thys  traytour  vile 
"  Has  scorn'd  my  power  and  mee ; 

"  Howe  canst  thou  thenne  for  such  a  manne 
"  Intreate  my  clemencye  S " 

"  My  nobile  leige !  the  trulie  brave 
"Wylie  val'rous  actions  prize, 

"  Respect  a  brave  and  nobile  mynde, 

"  Altho*  ynne  enemies." 

"  Canynge,  awaie!  By  Godde  ynne  Heav'n 
"Thatt  dydd  mee  beinge  gyve, 

"  I  wylle  nott  taste  a  bitt  of  breade 
"Whilst  thys  Syr  Charles  dothe  lyve. 

"  By  Marie,  and  alle  Seinctes  ynne  Heav'n, 
"Thys  sunne  shall  be  hys  laste." 

Thenne  Canynge  dropt  a  brinie  teare, 

And  from  the  presence  paste. 

Wyth  herte  brym-fulle  of  gnawynge  grief, 
Hee  to  Syr  Charles  dydd  goe, 

And  satt  hymm  downe  uponne  a  stoole, 

And  teares  beganne  to  flowe. 
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"  Wee  all  must  die/'  quod  brave  Syr  Charles; 

"  Whatt  bootes  ytte  howe  or  whenne; 

"  Dethe  ys  the  sure,  the  certaine  fate 
"Of  all  wee  mortall  menne. 

"  Saye  why,  my  friend,  thie  honest  soul 
" Runns  overr  att  thyne  eye; 

"I  ..  ,  '  f - -f - 


Quod  godlie  Canynge, "  I  doe  weepe, 

"Thatt  thou  soe  soone  must  dye, 

"And  leave  thy  sonnes  and  helpless wyfe; 
"’Tys  thys  thatt  wettes  myne  eye.” 

"Thenne  drie  the  tears  thatt  out  thyne  eye 
"From  godlie  fountaines  sprynge; 

"Dethe  I  despise, and  alle  the  power 
"Of  Edwarde,  traytor  kynge. 

"Whan  throgh  the  tyrant's  welcom  means 
"I  shall  resigne  mylyfe, 

"The  Godde  I  serve  wylle  soone provyde 
"For  bothe  mye  sonnes  and  wyfe. 

"Before  I  sawethe  lyghtsome  sunne, 

"Thys was  appointed  mee; 

"  Shall  mortal  manne  repyne  or  grudge 
"Whatt  Godde  ordeynes  to  bee.'' 

"  Howe  oft  ynne  battaile  have  I  stoode, 
"Whan  thousands  dy’d  arounde; 

"Whan  smokynge  streemes  of  crimson  bloode 
"  Imbrew'd  the  fatten'd  grounde: 


38 


"  Howe  dydd  I  knowe  that  ev'ry  darte, 
"Thatt  cutte  the  aide  waie, 

"  Myghte  nott  fynde  passage  toe  my  harte, 
"And  close  myne  eyes  for  aier' 

"And  shall  I  nowe,  forr  feere  of  dethe, 

"  Looke  wanne  and  bee  dysmayde  / 

"  Ne !  fromm  my  herte  flie  childyshe  feere, 

"  Bee  alle  the  manne  display'd. 

"Ah,  goddelyke  Henrie!  Godde  forefende, 
"And  guarde  thee  and  thye  sonne, 

"Yff'tis  hys  wylle;  but  yff'tis  nott, 

"Why  thenne  hys  wylle  bee  donne. 

"  My  honest  friende,  my  faulte  has  beene 
"To  serve  Godde  and  mye  prynce; 

"And  thatt  I  no  tyme'-server  am, 

"  My  dethe  wylle  soone  convynce. 

"  Ynne  Londonne  citye  was  I  borne, 

"  Of  parents  of  grete  note; 

"  My  fadre  dydd  a  nobile  armes 
"  Emblazon  onne  hys  cote: 

"  I  make  ne  doubte  butt  hee  ys  gone 
"Where  soone  I  hope  to  goe; 

"  Wbere  wee  for  ever  shall  bee  blest; 
"From  oute  the  reech  of  woe: 

"  Hee  taughte  mee  justice  and  the  laws 
"  Wyth  pitie  to  unite; 

"And  eke  hee  taughte  mee  ho  we  to  knowe 
"The  wronge  cause  fromm  the  ryghte: 
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‘  Hee  taughte  mee  wythc  a  prudent  hande 
"To  feede  the  hungrie  poore, 

'  Ne  lett  mye  sarvants  dryve  awaie 
"The  hungrie fromme  my  doore: 

‘  And  none  can  saye,  but  alle  mye  lyfe 
"  I  have  hys  wordyes  kept; 

‘  And  summ'd  the  actyonns  of  the  daie 
"  Eche  nyghte  before  I  slept. 

‘  I  have  a  spouse,  goe  aske  of  her, 

"  Yff  I  defy  I'd  her  bedded 

‘  I  have  a  kynge,  and  none  can  laie 
"  Blacke  treason  onne  my  hedde. 

'  Ynne  Lent,  and  onne  the  holie  eve, 

"Fromm  fleshe  I  dydd  refray  ne; 

'  Whie  should  I  thenne  appeare  dismay'd 
"To  leave  thys  worlde  of  payne { 

‘Ne!  hapless  Henrie!  I  rejoyce, 

"  I  shalle  ne  see  thye  dethe; 

‘  Moste  willynglie  ynne  thye  just  cause 
"  Doe  I  resign  my  brethe. 

‘  Oh,  fickle  people !  rewyn'd  londe ! 

"Thou  wylt  kenne  peace  ne  moe; 

‘  Whyle  Richard's  sonnes  exalt  themselves, 
"Thye  brookes  wythe  bloude  wylle  flowe. 

‘  Saie,  were  ye  tyr'd  of  godlie  peace, 

"And  godlie  Henrie's  reigne, 

‘  Thatt  you  dydd  choppe  youre  easie  daies 
"  For  those  of  bloude  and  peyne  S 


"  Whatte  tho'I  onnc  a  sledde  bee  drawne, 
"And  mangled  by  a  hynde, 

"  I  doe  defye  the  traytor's  pow'r, 

"  Hee  can  ne  harm  my  mynde; 

"Whatte  tho',uphoisted  onne  a  pole, 

"  Mye  lymbes  shall  rotte  ynne  ayre, 

"And  ne  ryche  monument  of  brasse 
"Charles  Bawdin's  name  shall  bear; 

"  Yett  ynne  the  holie  booke  above, 

"  Whyche  tyme  can't  eate  awaie, 

"There  wythe  the  sarvants  of  the  Lorde 
"  Mye  name  shall  lyve  for  aie. 

"Thenne  welcome  dethe!  for  lyfe  eterne 
" I  leave  thys  mortall  lyfe: 

"  Farewell,  vayne  worlde,  and  alle  that's  deare, 
"  Mye  sonnes  and  lovynge  wyfe ! 

"  No  we  dethe  as  welcome  to  mee  comes, 

"As  e'er  the  moneth  of  Maie; 

"Nor  woulde  I  even  wyshe  to  lyve, 

"  Wyth  my  dere  wyfe  to  staie." 

Quod  Canynge,"'Tys  a  goodlie  thynge 
"To  bee  prepar'd  to  die; 

"And  from  thys  world  of  peyne  and  grefe 
"To  Codde ynne  Heav'n  to  file." 

And  nowe  the  bell  beganne  to  tolle, 

And  claryonnes  to  sounde; 

Syr  Charles  hee  herde  the  horses  feete 
A  prauncyng  onne  the  grounde: 
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And  just  before  the  officers, 

His  lovynge  wyfe  came  ynne, 

Weepynge  unfeigned  teeres  of  woe, 

Wythe  loude  and  dysmalle  dynne. 

" Sweet  Florence!  nowe  I  praie  forbere, 
"Ynne  quiet  lett  mee  die, 

"  Praie  Godde,  thatt  ev'ry  Christian  soule 
"Maye  looke  onne  dethe  as  I. 

"Sweet  Florence!  why  these  brinie  teeres / 
"Xheye  washe  my  soule  awaie, 

"  And  almost  make  mee  wyshe  for  lyfe, 

"  Wyth  thee,  sweete  dame,  to  staie. 

"'Xys  butt  a  journie  I  shalle  goe 
"Untoe  the  lande  of  blysse; 

"Nowe,  as  a  proofe  of  husbande's  love, 

"  Receive  thys  holie  kysse." 

Xhenne  Florence,  fault'ring  ynne  her  saie, 
Xremblynge  these  wordyes  spoke, 

"Ah,  cruele  Edwarde!  bloudie  kynge! 

"  My  herte  ys  welle  nyghe  broke : 

"Ah,  sweete  Syr  Charles!  whywylt  thou  goe 
"  Wythoute  thye  lovynge  wyfe  S 

"Xhe  cruelle  axe  thatt  cuttes  thye  necke, 

"  Ytte  eke  shall  ende  mye  lyfe/' 

And  nowe  the  officers  came  ynne 
X o  brynge  Syr  Charles  awaie, 

Whoe  turnedd  toe  hys  lovynge  wyfe, 

And  thus  toe  her  dydd  saie: 


"  I  goc  to  lyfe,  and  nott  to  dethe; 

"Truste  thou  ynne  Godde  above, 

"And  teache  thye  sonnes  to  feare  the  Lorde, 
"And ynne  theyre  hertes  hym  love: 

"Teache  them  to  runne  the  nobile  race 
"Thatt  I  theyre  fader  runne; 

"  Florence !  shou'd  dethe  thee  take — adieu ! 

"  Yee  officers,  leade  onne.'' 

Thenne  Florence  rav'd  as  anie  madde, 

And  dydd  her  tresses  tere ; 

"Oh!  staie,  mye  husbande!  lorde!  and  lyfe!” 
Syr  Charles  thenne  dropt  a  teare. 

Tyll  tyredd  oute  wythe  ravynge  loud, 

Shee  fellen  onne  the  flore; 

Syr  Charles  exerted  alle  hys  myghte, 

And  march'd  fromm  oute  the  dore. 

Up  onne  a  sledde  hee  mounted  thenne, 
Wythe  lookes  fulle  brave  and  swete; 
Lookes,  thatt  enshone  ne  moe  concern 
Thanne  anie  ynne  the  strete. 

Before  hym  went  the  council-menne, 

Ynne  scarlett  robes  and  golde, 

And  tassils  spanglynge  ynne  the  sunne, 
Muche  glorious  to  beholde: 

The  Freers  of  Seincte  Augustyne  next 
Appeared  to  the  syghte, 

Alle  cladd  ynne  homelie  russsett  weedes, 

Of  godlie  monkysh  plyghte: 
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Ynnc  diffraunt  partes  a  godlie  psaume 
Moste  sweetlie  theye  dydd  chaunt; 

Behynde  theyre  backes  syx  mynstrelles  came, 
Who  tun’d  the  strunge  bataunt. 

Thenne  fyve'-and"twentye  archers  came; 
Echone  the  bowe  dydd  bende, 

From  rescue  of  kynge  Henries  friends 
Syr  Charles  forr  to  defend. 

Bolde  as  a  lyon  came  Syr  Charles, 

Drawne  onne  a  clothe-layde  sledde, 

Bye  two  blacke  stedes  ynne  trappynges  white, 
Wyth  plumes  uponne  theyre  hedde: 

Behynde  hym  fyve'-and-twentye  moe 
Of  archers  stronge  and  stoute, 

Wyth  bended  bowe  echone  ynne  hande, 
Marched  ynne  goodlie  route : 

Seincte  Jameses  Freers  marched  next, 

Echone  hys  parte  dydd  chaunt; 

Behynde  theyre  backes  syx  mynstrelles  came, 
Who  tun’d  the  strunge  bataunt: 

Thenne  came  the  maior  and  eldermenne, 

Ynne  clothe  of  scarlett  deck't; 

And  theyre  attendyng  menne  echone, 

Lyke  Easterne  princes  trickt: 

And  after  them,  a  multitude 
Of  citizenns  dydd  thronge ; 

The  wyndowes  were  alle  fulle  of  heddes, 

As  hee  dydd  passe  alonge. 
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And  whenne  hee  came  to  the  hyghe  crosse, 
Syr  Charles  dydd  turne  and  saie, 

"O  Thou,  thatt  savest  manne  fromme  synne, 

"  Washe  mye  soule  clean  thys  daie!” 

Att  the  grete  mynsterr  wyndowe  sat 
The  kynge  ynne  myckle  state. 

To  see  Charles  Bawdin  goe  alonge 
To  hys  most  welcom  fate. 

Soone  as  the  sledde  drewe  nyghe  enowe, 
Thatt  Edwarde  hee  myghte  heare, 

The  brave  Syr  Charles  hee  dydd  stande  uppe, 
And  thus  hys  wordes  declare : 

"Thou  seest  me,  Edwarde!  tray  tour  vile ! 

"  Expos’d  to  infamie: 

"  Butt  bee  assur'd,  disloyall  manne! 

"I'm  greaterr  nowe  thanne  thee. 

"Bye  foule  proceedyngs,  murdre,  bloude, 
"Thou  wearest  nowe  a  crowne; 

"And  hast  appoynted  mee  to  dye, 

"  By  power  nott  thyne  owne. 

"Thou  thynkest  I  shall  dye  to-daie; 

"  I  have  beene  dede  'till  nowe, 

"And  soone  shall  lyve  to  weare  a  crowne 
"For  aie  uponne  my  browe : 

"  Whylst  thou,  perhapps,  for  som  fewyeares, 

"  Shalt  rule  thys  fickle  lande, 

"To  lett  them  knowe  howe  wyde  the  rule 
"'Twixt  kynge  and  tyrant  hande: 


45 


"Thye  pow'r  unjust,  thou  traytour  slave! 

"Shall  falle  onne  thye  owne  heckle" — 
Fromm  out  of  hearyng  of  the  kynge 
Departed  thenne  the  sledde. 

Kynge  Edwarde's  soule  rush'd  to  hys  face. 

Hee  turn'd  hys  hedde  awaie, 

And  to  hys  broder  Gloucester 
Hee  thus  dydd  speke  and  saie: 

"To  hym  that  soe^much-dreaded  dethe 
"Ne  ghastlie  terrors  brynge, 

"Beholde  the  manne!  hee  spake  the  truthe, 
"Hee's  greater  thanne  a  kynge!" 

"Soe  lett  hym  die!"  Duke  Richard  sayde; 

"  And  maye  echone  oure  foes 
"Bende  downe  theyre  neckes  to  bloudie  axe, 
"And  feede  the  carryon  crowes." 

And  nowe  the  horses  gentlie  drewe 
Syr  Charles  uppe  the  hyghe  hylle; 

The  axe  dydd  glysterr  ynne  the  sunne, 

Hys  pretious  bloude  to  spylle. 

Syrr  Charles  dydd  uppe  the  scaffold  goe, 

As  uppe  a  gilded  carre 
Of  victorye,  bye  val'rous  chiefs 
.  Gayn'd  ynne  the  bloudie  warre: 

And  to  the  people  hee  dydd  saie, 

"Beholde you  see  mee  dye, 

"For  servynge  loyally  mye  kynge, 

"Mye  kynge  most  ryghtfullie. 


"As  longe  as  Edwarde  rules  thys  lande, 

"  Ne  quiet  you  wylle  knowe ; 

"  Youre  sonnes  and  husbandes  shalle  bee  slayne, 
"And  brookes  wythe  bloude  shalle  flowe. 

"You  leave  youre  goode  and  lawfulle  kynge, 

"  Whenne  ynne  adversitye; 

"Lyke  mee,  untoe  the  true  cause  stycke, 

"And  for  the  true  cause  dye." 

Thenne  hee,  wythe  preestes,  uponne  hys  knees, 
A  pray'r  to  Godde  dydd  make, 

Beseechynge  hym  unto  hymselfe 
Hys  partynge  soule  to  take. 

Thenne,  kneelynge  downe,  hee  layd  hys  hedde 
Most  seemlie  onne  the  blocke; 

Whyche  fromme  hys  bodie  fay  re  at  once 
The  able  heddes-manne  stroke: 

And  oute  the  bloude  beganne  to  flowe, 

And  rounde  the  scaffolde  twyne ; 

And  teares,  enow  to  washe't  awaie, 

Dydd  flowe  fromme  each  mann's  eyne. 

The  bloudie  axe  hys  bodie  fayre 
Ynnto  foure  parties  cutte; 

And  ev’rye  parte,  and  eke  hys  hedde, 

Uponne  a  pole  was  putte. 

One  parte  dydd  rotte  onne  Kynwulph-hylle, 
One  onne  the  mynster^tower, 

And  one  from  off  the  castle-gate 
The  crowen  dydd  devoure: 
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The  other  onne  Seyncte  Powle's  goode  gate, 
A  dreery  spectacle; 

Hys  hedde  was  plac'd  onne  the  hyghe  crosse, 
Ynne  hyghe'-streete  most  nobile. 

Thus  was  the  ende  of  Bawdin's  fate: 

Godde  prosper  longe  oure  kynge, 

And  grante  hee  maye,  wyth  Bawdin's  soule, 
Y nne  heav'n  Godd's  mercie  synge ! 
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JE  LLA: 

A 

TRAGYCAL  ENTERLUDE; 
OR 

DISCOORSEYNGE  TRAGEDIE. 
WROTENN 
BIE 

THOMAS  ROWLEIE. 


2 
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PLAIEDD  BEFORE 

Mastre  CANYNGE,  attc  hys  howsc  nempte 
Xhe  Roddc  Lodge; 

(Alsoe  before  the  DUKE  OF  NORFOLCK, 
JOHAN  HOWARD.) 

Jt  PERSONNES  REPRESENTEDD. 

JELLA, 

Bie  Xhomas  Rowleie,  Preeste,  the 
Aucthoure. 

CELMONDE, 

Johan  Iscamm,  Preeste. 

HURRA, 

Syrr  Xhybotte  Gorges,  Knyghte. 
BIRXHA, 

Mastre  Edwarde  Canynge. 

J0-  (Odherr  Partes,  bie  Knyghtes  Mynstrelles.) 
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EPISTLE  TOMASTRE  CAYNGE  ON 

JELLA. 

YS  songe  bic  mynstrelles, 
thatte  yn  auntyent  tym, 

Whan  Rcasonn  *hylt  her-  9  Hid, 
selfeincloudesof  nyghte. 

The  preeste  delyvered  alle 
the  *4ege  yn  rhym ;  *  Law. 

Lyche  peyncted  tyltynge  speares  to  please  the 
syghte, 

The  whyche  yn  yttes  felle  use  doe  make  moke 

Mere,  *  Hurt. 

Syke  dyd  theire  auncyante  lee  deftlie  delyghte 
the  eare. 


Perchaunce  yn  Vyrtues  ^gare  rhym  mote  bee 
thenne, 

Butte  *efte  nowe  flyeth  to  the  odher  syde; 

In  hallie  preeste  apperes  the  ribaudes  penne, 

Inne  ^lithie  moncke  apperes  the  barronnes 
pryde; 

But  rhym  wythe  somme,  as  Medere  widhout 
teethe, 

Make  pleasaunce  to  the  sense,  botte  maie  do 
lyttel  scathe. 


*  Cause. 
-Oft. 


v  Hum¬ 
ble. 
*  Adder. 


Syr  Johne,  a  knyghte,  who  hath  a  barne  of 
lore, 

Kenns  Latyn  att  fyrst  syghte  from  Frenche  or 
Greke, 

^Pyghtethe  hys  knowlachynge  ten  yeres  or  ^Tor- 
more,  tures. 

To  *rynge  upon  the  Latynne  worde  to  speke,  9  Hit.  E. 
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*  Foolish 
Churls. 


*  Laugh" 
able. 
*Tale. 


*  Fool¬ 
ishly. 


Whoever  spekethe  Englysch  ys  despysed, 
The  Englysch  hym  to  please  moste  fyrste  be 
latynized. 

Vevyan,  a  moncke,  a  good  requiem  synges; 

Can  preache  so  wele,  eche  hynde  hys 
meneynge  knowes ; 

Albeytte  these  gode  guyfts  awaie  he  flynges, 

Beeynge  as  baddeyn  vearse  as  goode  yn  prose. 

He  synges  of  seynctes  who  dyed  for  yer  Godde, 
E verych  wynter  nyghte  afresche  he  sheddes 
theyr  blodde. 

To  maydens,  huswyfes,  G"  unlored  dames, 

Hee  redes  hys  tales  of  merryment  G*  woe. 

Loughe  loudlie  dynneth  from  the  ^dolte 
adrames ; 

He  swelles  on  laudes  of  fooles,  tho'  kennes 
hem  soe. 

Sommetyme  at  tragedie  theie  laughe  G*  synge, 
At  merrie  ^yaped  ^fage  somme  hard-drayned 
water  brynge. 

Yette  Vevyan  ys  ne  foole,  beyinde  hys  lynes. 

Qeofroie  makes  vearse,  as  handycraftes  theyr 
ware; 

Wordeswythoute  sense  fulle*groffyngelye  he 
twynes, 

Cotteynge  hys  storie  off  as  wythe  a  sheere; 

Waytes  monthes  on  nothynge,  €r  hys  storie 
donne, 

Ne  moe  you  from  ytte  kenn,  than  gyf  you  neere 
begonne. 
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Enowc  of  odhers;  of  micselfc  to  write. 

Requyrynge  whatt  I  doe  notte  nowe  possess, 

To  you  I  leave  the  taske;  I  kenne  your  myghte 

Wyll  make  mie  faultes,  mie  meynte  of  faultes, 
be  less. 

iTLLA  wythe  thys  I  sende,  O  hope  that  you 
Wylie  from  ytte  caste  awaie,  whatte  lynes  maie 
be  untrue. 

Playes  made  from  hallie  tales  I  hold  unmeete ; 

Lette  somme  greate  storieof  a  manne  besonge; 

W  hanne,  as  a  manne,  we  GoddeO  Jesus  treate, 

In  mie  pore  mynde,  we  doe  the  Godhedde 
wronge. 

Botte  lette  ne  wordes,  whyche  “droorie  mote 
ne  heare, 

Bee  placed  yn  the  same.  Adieu  untylle  ^anere. 

THOMAS  ROWLEIE. 


“Mo¬ 
desty. 
*  An¬ 
other. 
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^LETTER TOTHE  DYGNE MASTRE 
CANYNGE. 

TRAUNGE  dome  ytte 
ys,  that,  yn  these  daies 
of  oures, 

Nete  butte  a  bare  recytalle 
can  hav  place; 
Noweshapelie  poesie  hast 
loste  yttes  powers, 

And  pynant  hystorie  ys 
onlie  grace ; 

They,  *Heie  pycke  up  wolsome  weedes,  ynstedde  of 
flowers, 

And  famylies,  ynstedde  of  wytte,  theie  trace; 
Esteem,  Nowe  poesie  canne  meete  wythe  ne  ^regrate, 
Her-  Whylste  prose,  ^herehaughtrie,  ryse  yn  estate, 
aldry. 

Lette  kynges,  G" rulers,  whan  heie  gayne  a  throne, 
Shewe  whatt  theyre  grandsieres,  G*  great  grand- 
sieres  bore, 

E  marschalled  armes,  yatte,  ne  before  theyre  o  wne, 
Now  raung'd  wythe  whatt  yeirfadres  han  before; 
Lette  trades,  toune  folck,  lett  syke  thynges 
alone, 

Ne  fyghte  for  sable  yn  a  fielde  of  aure; 
Seldomm,  or  never,  are  armes  vyrtues  mede, 
Shee  nillynge  to  take  myckle  aie  dothe  hede. 

A  man  ascaunse  upponn  a  piece  maye  looke, 
And  shake  hys  hedde  to  styrre  hys  rede  aboute ; 
Quod  he,  gyf  I  askaunted  oere  thys  booke, 
Schulde  fynde  thereyn  that  trouthe  ys  left 
wythoute; 
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Eke,  gyf  ynto  a  vew  percase  I  tooke 
The  long  beade-rolle  of  al  the  wrytynge  route, 
Asserius,  Ingolphus,  Torgotte,  Bedde, 
Thorow  hem  al  nete  lyche  ytte  I  coulde  rede. 


Pardon,  yee  Graiebarbes,  gyff  I  saie,  onwise 

Y ee  are,  to  stycke  so  close  O'  ^bysmarelie 

To  hystorie;  you  doe  ytte  tooe  moche  pryze, 

Whyche  amenused  thoughtes  of  poesie; 

Somme  drybblette  share  you  shoulde  to  yatte 
*alyse, 

Nott  makynge  everyche  thynge  bee  hystorie; 

Instedde  of  mountynge  onn  a  wynged  horse, 

Y ou  onn  a  *rouncy  dry ve  yn  dolefull  course. 

Cannynge  O'  I  from  common  course  dyssente; 

Wee  ryde  the  stede,  botte  yev  to  hym  the  reene; 

Ne  wylle  betweene  erased  molterynge  bookes 
be  pente, 

Botte  soare  on  hyghe,  G  yn  the  sonne-bemes 
sheene; 

And  where  wee  kenn  somme  Sshad  floures 
besprente, 

We  take  ytte,  G  from  oulde  rouste  doe  ytte  clene; 

Wee  wylle  ne  cheynedd  to  one  pasture  bee, 

Botte  sometymes  soare  'bove  trouthe  of 
hystorie. 


*  Curi¬ 
ously. 


*  Allow. 


*  Cart¬ 
horse. 


‘'Broken. 


Saie,  Canynge,  whatt  was  vearse  yn  daies  of 
yore  S 

Fyne  thoughtes,  G  couplettes  ^fetyvelie 
bewryen, 

Notte  syke  as  doe  annoie  thys  age  so  sore, 
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*  Ele¬ 
gantly 
ex¬ 
pressed. 


*  Pen,  A  keppened  *poyntelle  restynge  at  cche  lyne. 
used  Vcarsc  maie  be  goode,  botte  poesie  wantes  more, 
meta-  An  *onlist  lecturn,  and  a  songe  ^adygne; 
phori-  Accordynge  to  the  rule  I  have  thys  wroughte, 
cally  as  a  Gyff  ytt  please  Canynge,  I  care  notte  a  groate. 
muse  or 

genius.  The  thynge  yttself  moste  bee  yttes  owne 

*  Bound-  defense; 

less  sub'-  Som  metre  maie  notte  please  a  womannes  ear. 
ject.  Canynge  lookes  notte  for  poesie,  botte  sense; 

*  Wor-  And  dygne,  O  wordie  thoughtes,  ys  all  hys  care. 

thy.  Canynge,  adieu !  I  do  you  greete  from  hence ; 
Full  soone  I  hope  to  taste  of  your  good  cheere; 
Goode  Byshoppe  Carpynter  dyd  byd  mee  saie, 
Hee  wysche  you  healthe  O'  selinesse  for  aie. 

T.  ROWLEIE. 


5o 


imsm 


J£  ENTRODUCTIONNE.  J*  J* 

OMME  *cherisaunei 'tys  *Com~ 
to  gentle  mynde,  fort. 

Whan  heie  have  ^chevy--  *  Pre- 
ced  theyre  londe  from  served 

bayne, 

Whan  theie  ar  dedd,  theie 
leave  yer  name 
behynde, 

And  theyre  goode  deedes 
doe  on  the  earthe  remayne; 

Downe  yn  the  grave  wee  ^ynhyme  everych  *  Inter, 
steyne, 

Whylest  al  her  gentlenesse  ys  made  to  sheene, 

Lyche  fetyve  baubels  ^geasonne  to  be  seene.  **  Rare. 


iELLA,  the  wardenne  of  thys  castell  stede, 

Whylest  Saxons  dyd  the  Englysche  sceptre 
swaie, 

Who  made  whole  troopes  of  Dacyan  men  to 
blede, 

Then  ^seel'd  hys  eyne,  &  seeled  hys  eyne  for  aie,  *  Closed. 
Wee  rowze  hym  uppe  before  the  judgment  dale, 

To  saie  what  he,  as  *clergyond,  can  kenne,  ^Taught, 
And  howe  hee  sojourned  in  the  vale  of  men. 
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h 


M  ^lla  j 


CELMONDE^  (att  B  ry  stowe. ) 

EFORE 
YONNE 
RODDIc 
SONNE 
HAS 
DROOvc 
HYS 
WAYNe 


THROWE  HALFE  HYS 
JOORNIE,  DIGHTE  YN 
*GITES  OF  GOULDE, 
MEE,  HAPPELESS  MEE, 
HEE  WYLLE  A  WRETChe 
BEHOULDE, 

MIESELF,  AND  ALL 
THAT'S  MYNE, 

BOUNDE  YNNE  MYS- 
CHAUNCES  CHAYNE. 


*  Ex¬ 

press. 

*  Coun- 
tcnance. 


*  Cov¬ 
ered. 


*  At 

once. 


Ah!  Birtha,  whie  dydde  Nature  frame  thee 
fayre  S 

Whie  art  thou  all  that  poyntelle  canne 
*bewreene  / 

Whie  art  thou  nott  as  coarse  as  odhers  are.'-' — 

Botte  thenn  thie  soughle  woulde  thro  we  thy 
vysage  sheene, 

Yatt  shemres  onn  thie  comelie  ^semlykeene, 

Lyche  nottebrowne  cloudes,  whann  bie  the 
sonne  made  r edde, 

Orr  scarlette,  wythe  waylde  lynnen  clothe 
^ywreene, 

Syke  woulde  thie  spryte  upponn  thie  visage 
spredde. 

Thys  daie  brave  JElla  dothe  thyne  honde  and 
harte 

Clayme  as  hys  owne  to  be,  whyche  nee  fromm 
hys  moste  parte. 

And  cann  I  ly ve  to  see  herr  wythe  anere ! 

Ytt  cannotte,  muste  notte,  naie,  ytt  shalle  not 
bee. 

Thys  nyghte  I'll  putte  stronge  poysonn  ynn 
the  beere, 

And  hymm,  herr,  Cmyselfe,  *attenes  wyll  slea, 

Assyst  mee,  Helle !  lett  Devylles  rounde  mee 
tende, 

To  slea  mieselfe,  mie  love,  and  eke  mie  douahtie 
friende. 

JZJE LLA,  BIRTHA.  Jgl 
A2LLA. 

Notte,  whanne  the  hallie  prieste  dyd  make  me 
knyghte, 


60 


Blessynge  the  weaponne,  tellynge  future  decile , 

Howe  bie  mie  honde  the  *prevyd  Dane  *  Hardy, 
shoulde  blede, 

Howe  I  schulde  often  bee,  0-  often  Wynne,  ynn 
fyghte; 

Notte,whannIfyrstebeheldethie  beauteous  hue, 
Whyche  strooke  mie  mynde,  and  rouzed  mie 
softer  soule ; 

Nott,  whann  from  the  barbed  horse  yn  fyghte 
dyd  viewe 

The  flying  Dacians  oere  the  wyde  playne  roule, 

Whan  all  the  troopes  of  Denmarque  made 
grete  dole, 

Dydd  I  fele  joie  wyth  syke  ^reddoure  as  nowe,  *  Vio- 
Whann  hallie  preest,  the  lechemanne  of  the  lence. 
soule, 

Dydd  knytte  us  both  ynn  a^caytysnede  vowe :  *  Bind- 
Now  hallie  Ella's  selynesse  ys  grate;  ing. 

*Shap  haveth  nowe  ymade  hys  woes  for  to  *  Fate, 
“emmate.  *  Lessen. 


BIRTHA. 

Mie  lorde,  0  husbande,  syke  a  joie  ys  myne; 

Botte  may  den  modestie  moste  ne  soe  saie, 

Albeytte  thou  mayest  rede  ytt  ynn  myne  eyne, 

O  r  ynn  myne  harte,  where  thou  shake  be  for  aie ; 

Inne  sothe,  I  have  botte  meededoute  thie^faie;  *  Faith. 
For  twelve  tymes  twelve  the  mone  hathe  bin 

*yblente,  %  Blinded 

As  manie  tymes  hathe  vyed  the  Godde  of  daie, 

And  on  the  grasse  her  *lemes  of  sylverr  sente,  *  Rays. 
Sythe  thou  dydst  cheese  mee  for  thie  swote  to 
bee, 

Enactynge  ynn  the  same  moste  faiefullie  to  mee. 
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Ofte  have  I  scene  thee  at  the  none-daie  feaste, 

Whanne  deysde  bie  thieselfe,  for  wante  of 
pheeres, 

Awhylst  thie  merry  emen  dydde  laughe  Ojeaste, 

Onn  mee  thou  semest  all  eyne,  to  mee  all  eares. 

Thou  wardest  mee  as  gyff  ynn  hondred  feeres, 

Alest  a  daygnous  looke  to  thee  be  sente, 

And  offrendes  made  mee,  more  thann  yie 
compheeres, 

*  Robes  Offe  scarpes  of  scarlette,  O  fyne  *paramente ; 

of  All  thie  yntente  to  please  was  Myssed  to  mee, 

scarlet.  I  saie  ytt,  I  moste  streve  thatt  you  ameded  bee. 
^Boun^  A3LLA. 

ded.  Mie  lyttel  kyndnesses  whyche  I  dydd  doe, 

Thie  gentleness  doth  corven  them  soe  grete, 

%  Large.  Lyche  ^bawsyn  olyphauntes  mie  gnattes  doe 
shewe; 

Thou  doest  mie  thoughtes  of  paying  love 

*  Des-  *amate. 

troy.  Botte  hann  mie  actyonns  straughte  the  rolle  of 
fate, 

Pyghte  thee  fromm  Hell,  or  broughte  Heaven 
down  to  thee, 

Layde  the  whol  worlde  a  falldstole  atte  thie 
feete, 

On  smyle  woulde  bee  suffycyll  mede  for  mee. 

I  amm  Love's  borro'r,  O*  canne  never  paie, 
Bott  be  hys  borrower  sty  lie,  O  thine,  mie  swete, 
for  aie. 

BIRTHA. 

Love,  doe  notte  rate  your  achevmentes  soe 
smalle ; 

As  I  to  you,  syke  love  untoe  mee  beare ; 
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For  nothynge  paste  wille  Birtha  ever  call, 
Ne  on  a  foode  from  Heaven  thynke  to  cheerc 
As  farrasthysfrayle  brutylle  fleschwylle  spere 
Syke,  0”  ne  fardher  I  expecte  of  you ; 

Be  notte  toe  slacke  yn  love,  ne  overdeare; 

A  smalle  fyre,  yan  a  loude  flame,  proves  more 
true. 

JE  LLA. 

Thie  gentle  wordis  toe  thie  *volunde  kenne 
T o  bee  moe  clergionde  thann  ys  ynn  meyncte 
of  menne. 

J0  iELLA,  BIRTHA,  CELMONDE, 
MYNSTRELLES.  JS. 


CELMONDE. 

Alle  blessynges  showre  on  gentle  ^Ella's 
hedde ! 

Oft  maie  the  moone,  yn  sylverr  sheenynge 
lyghte, 

Inne  varied  chaunges  varyed  blessynges 
shedde, 

Besprengeynge  far  abrode  mischaunces 
nyghte; 

And  thou,  fayre  Birtha !  thou,  fayre  Dame,  so 
bryghte, 

Long  mayest  thou  wyth  ASlla  fynde  muche 


peace, 

Wyth  selynesse,  as  wyth  a  roabe,  be  dyghte, 
Wyth  everych  chaungynge  mone  new  joies 
encrease ! 

I,  as  a  token  of  mie  love  to  speake, 

Have  brought  you  iubbes  of  ale,  at  nyghte  your 
brayne  to  breake, 
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H  Under¬ 
standing. 


/ELLA. 

Whan  soppcrcs  paste  we’lle  drenche  youre 
ale  soe  stronge, 

Tyde  lyfe,  tyde  death. 

CELMONDE. 

Ye  Mynstrelles,  chaunt  your  songe. 
J0.  MYNSTRELLES  SONGE 

J0  (bie  a  Manne  G"  Wommane.) 
MANNE. 

T ourne  thee  to  thie  Shepsterr  swayne ; 

Bryghte  sonne  has  ne  droncke  the  dewe 
From  the  floures  of  yellowe  hue; 

Tourne  thee,  Alyce,  backe  agayne. 

WOMANNE. 

^Decei"  No,  ^bestoikerre,  I  wylle  goe, 
ver.  Softlie  tryppynge  o'ere  the  mees, 

Lyche  the  sylver-footed  doe, 

Seekeynae  shelterr  yn  arene  trees. 

MANNE. 

See  the  mosse-growne  daisey'd  banke, 
Pereynge  ynn  the  streme  belowe; 

Here  we'lle  sytte,  yn  dewie  danke; 

T ourne  thee,  Alyce,  do  notte  goe. 

WOMANNE. 

I've  hearde  erste  mie  grandame  saie, 

Yonge  damoyselles  schulde  ne  bee, 

Inne  the  swotie  moonthe  of  Maie, 

Wythe  yonge  menne  bie  the  grene  wode  tree. 

MANNE. 

Sytte  thee,  Alyce,  sytte,  and  harke, 

Howe  the  ouzle  chauntes  hys  noate, 

%Gold--  The  ^chelandree,  greie  morn  larke, 
finch,  Chauntynge  from  theyre  lyttel  throate; 
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WOMANNE. 

I  heare  them  from  eche  grene  wode  tree, 
Chauntygne  owte  so  blatauntlie, 
Xellynge  lecturnyes  to  mee, 

Myscheefe  ys  whanne  you  are  nyoh. 

MANNE. 

See  alonge  the  mees  so  grene 
Pied  daisies,  kynge-coppes  swote; 

Alle  wee  see,  bie  non  bee  seene, 

Nete  botte  shepe  settes  here  a  fote. 

WOMANNE. 

Shepster  swayne,  you  tare  mie  *gratche. 
Oute  uponne  ye!  lette  me  goe. 

Leave  mee  swythe,  or  File  alatche. 
Robynne,  thys  youre  dame  shall  knowe. 

MANNE. 

See !  the  crokynge  brionie 
Rounde  the  popler  twyste  hys  spraie; 
Rounde  the  oake  the  greene  ivie 
Florryschethe  and  lyveth  aie. 

Lette  us  seate  us  bie  thys  tree, 

Laughe,  and  synge  to  lovynge  ayres; 
Comme,  and  doe  notte  coyen  bee; 
Nature  made  all  thynges  bie  payres. 

Drooried  cattes  wylle  after  kynde; 
Gentle  doves  wylle  kyss  and  coe: 

WOMANNE. 

Botte  manne,  hee  moste  bee  ywrynde, 
Xylle  syr  preeste  make  on  of  two. 

Xempte  mee  ne  to  the  foule  thynge; 

I  wylle  no  mannes  lemanne  be ; 
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*  Ap¬ 
parel. 


Tyll  syr  preeste  hys  songe  docthc  synge, 
Thou  shalt  neere  fynde  aught  of  mce. 

MANNE. 

Bic  outc  ladic  her  yborne, 

To'-morrowe,  sonnc  as  ytte  ys  daie, 

Flic  make  thee  wyfe,  ne  bee  forsworne, 
So  tyde  me  lyfe  or  dethe  for  aie. 

WOMANNE. 

Whatt  dothe  lette,  botte  thatte  no  we 
*  At  Wee  ^attenes,  thos  honde  yn  honde, 
once.  Unto  ^divinistre  goe, 

^  A  And  bee  lyncked  yn  wedlocke  bonde  S 
divine.  MANNE. 

I  agree,  and  thus  I  plyghte 

Honde,  and  harte,  and  all  that's  myne; 

Goode  syr  Rogerr,  do  us  ryghte, 

Make  us  one,  at  Cothbertes  shryne. 

BOTHE. 

We  wylle  ynn  a  bordelle  lyve, 

Hailie,  thoughe  of  no  estate; 

Everyche  clocke  moe  love  shall  gyve; 
Wee  ynn  godenesse  wylle  bee  greate. 


JELLA. 

I  lyche  thys  songe,  I  lyche  ytt  myckle  well; 

And  there  ys  monie  for  yer  syngeynge  nowe; 
Butte  have  you  nonne  thatt  marriage'-blessynges 
telle  ^ 

CELMONDE. 

In  marriage,  blessynges  are  botte  fewe,  I  trowe. 

MYNSTRELLES. 

Laverde,  wee  have ;  and,  gyff  you  please,  wille 
synge, 
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As  well  as  owre  choughe~  voyces  wylle  permytte. 

^ELLA. 

Comme  then,  G*  see  you  swotelie  tune  the  strynge, 
And  stret,  €r  engyne  all  the  human  wytte, 

Toe  please  mie  dame. 

MYNSTRELLES. 

Welle  strayne  owre  wytte  Gr  synge. 
J2  MYNSTRELLES  SONGE. 

FYRSTE  MYNSTRELLE. 

The  boddynge  flourettes  bloshes  atte  the 
lyghte; 

The  mees  be  sprenged  wyth  the  yellowe  hue; 
Y  nn  daiseyd  mantels  ys  the  mountayne  dyghte ; 
The  nesh  yonge  coweslepe  bendethe  wyth 
the  dewe ; 

The  trees  enlefed,  yntoe  Heavenne  straughte, 
Whenn  gentle  wyndes  doe  blowe,  to  whestlyng 
dynne  ys  brought. 

The  evenynge  commes,  brynges  the  dewe 
alonge; 

The  roddie  welkynne  sheeneth  to  the  eyne; 
Arounde  the  alestake  Mynstrells  synge  the  songe; 
Yonge  ivie  rounde  the  doore  poste  do 
entwyne ; 

I  laie  mee  onn  the  grasse;  yette,  to  mie  wylle, 
Albeytte  alle  ys  fayre,  there  lackethe  somethynge 
stylle. 

SECONDE  MYNSTRELLE. 

So  Adam  thoughtenne,  whann,  ynn  Paradyse, 
All  Heavenn  €j  Erthe  dyd  hommage  to  hys 
mynde; 

YnWomman  alleynemannes  pleasaunce  lyes; 


As  Instrumentes  of  joic  were  made  the  kynde. 

Go,  take  a  wyf  untoe  thie  armes,  and  see 
Wynter,  O’  brownie  hylles,wyll  have  a  charme 
for  thee. 

THYRDE  MYNSTRELLE. 

®v  Naked.  Whanne  Autumpne  ^Jblake  and  sonne-brente 
doe  appere, 

With  hys  goulde  honde  guylteynge  the 
falleynge  lefe, 

Bryngeynge  oppe  Wynter  to  folfylle  the  yere, 

Beerynge  uponne  hys  backe  the  riped  shefe; 

Whanal  the  hyls  wythe  woddiesedeys  whyte; 
Whanne  levynne-fyres  and  lemes  do  mete  from 
far  the  syghte ; 

Whann  the  fayre  apple,  rudde  as  even  skie, 

Do  bende  the  tree  unto  the  fructyle  grounde; 

When  joicie  peres,  and  berries  of  blacke  die, 

Doe  daunce  yn  ayre,  O'  call  the  eyne  arounde; 

Thann,  bee  the  even  foule,  or  even  fayre, 
Meethynckes  mie  hartys  joie  ys  steynced  wyth 
somme  care. 

SECONDE  MYNSTRELLE. 

Angelles  bee  wrogte  to  bee  of  neidher  kynde ; 
*  Hot.  Angelles  alleyne  fromme  *chafe  desyre  bee 
free; 

Dheere  ys  a  somwhatte  evere  yn  the  mynde, 

Yatte,  wythout  wommanne,  cannot  stylled 

bee 

Ne  seyncte  yn  celles,  botte,  havynge  blodde 
v  Health.  and  ^tere, 

Do  fynde  the  spryte  to  joie  on  syghte  of 
womanne  fayre ; 
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Wommcn  bee  made,  notte  for  hemselves, 
botte  manne, 

Bone  of  hys  bone,  and  chyld  of  hys  desire; 

Fromme  an  ynutyle  membere  fyrste  beganne, 

Ywroghte  with  moche  of  water,  lyttele  fyre; 

Therefore  theie  seke  the  fyre  of  love,  to  hete 
The  milkyness  of  kynde,  and  make  hemselfes 
complete. 

Albeytte,  wythout  wommen,  menne  were 
pheeres 

T o  salvage  kynde,  and  wulde  botte  lyve  to 
slea, 

Botte  wommenne  efte  the  spryghte  of  peace 
so  cheres, 

^Tochelod  yn  Angel  joie  heie  Angeles  bee; 

Go,  take  thee  swythyn  to  thie  bedde  a  wyfe. 
Bee  bante  or  blessed  hie,yn  proovynge  marryage 
lyfe. 

J2ANODHER  MYNSTRELLES  SONGE 
JSL I  (Bie  Syr  Thybbot  Gorges.) 

As  Elynour  bie  the  greene  Messelle  was 
syttynge, 

As  from  the  sones  hete  she  harried, 

She  sayde,  as  herr  whytte  hondes  whyte  hosen 
was  kynttynge, 

Whatte  pleasure ytt  ys  to  be  married! 

Mie  husbande,  Lorde  Thomas,  a  forrester 
boulde, 

As  ever  clove  pynne,  or  the  baskette, 

Does  no  cherysauncys  from  Elynour  holde, 

I  have  ytte  as  soone  as  I  aske  ytte. 


*  En¬ 
dowed. 
E. 


**  Arbour. 
E. 


Whann  I  lyved  wyth  mie  fadre  yn  merrie 
Clowd-dell, 

Tho  'twas  at  my  licfc  to  mynde  spynnynge, 

I  stylle  wanted  somethynge,  botte  whatte  ne 
coulde  telle, 

Mie  lorde  fadres  barbde  haulle  han  ne 
wynnynge. 

Eche  mornynge  I  fyse,  doe  I  selte  mie  maydennes, 
Somme  to  spynn,  somme  to  curdell,  somme 
bleachynge, 

Gyff  any  new  entered  doe  aske  for  mie  aidens, 
Thannswythynneyou  fynde  mee  ateachynge. 

Lorde  Walterre,  mie  fadre,  he  loved  me  welle, 
And  nothynge  unto  mee  was  nedeynge. 

Botte  schulde  I  agen  goe  to  merrie  Cloud-dell, 
In  sothen  twoulde  bee  wythout  redeynge. 

Shee  sayde,  O  lorde  Thomas  came  over  the  lea, 
As  hee  the  fatte  derkynnes  was  chacynge, 
Shee  putte  uppe  her  knyttynge,  O  to  him  went 
shee; 

So  wee  leave  hem  bothe  kyndelie  embracynge. 

jELLA. 

I  lyche  eke  thys;  goe  ynn  untoe  the  feaste; 
Wee  wylle  permytte  you  antecedente  bee; 

*  Laugh-  There  swotelie  synge  eche  carolle,  O  *yaped 

able,  jeaste; 

And  there  ys  monnie,  that  you  merrie  bee ; 
Comme,  gentle  love,  wee  wylle  toe  spouse- 
feaste  goe, 

*  Drow-  And  there  ynn  ale  and  wyne  bee  ^dreyncted 

ned,  everych  woe. 
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JBUELLA,  BIRXHA,  CELMONDE,  MES- 

SENGERE.^ 


MESSENGERE. 

./Ella,  the  Danes  ar  thondrynge  onn  our 
coaste; 

Lyche  scolles  of  locusts,  caste  oppebie  the  sea, 

Magnus  G  Hurra,  wythe  a  doughtie  hoaste, 

Are  ragyng,  to  be  ^quansed  bie  none  botte 
thee; 

Haste,  swyfte  as  Levynne  to  these  roynersflee: 

Xhie  dogges  alleyne  can  tame  thys  ragynge 
bulle. 

Haste  swythyn,  for  anieghe  the  towne  theie  bee, 

And  Wedecesterres  rolle  of  dome  bee  fulle. 

Haste,  haste,  O  JElla,  to  the  byker  flie, 

For  yn  a  momentes  space  tenne  thousand  menne 
maie  die. 

,/ELLA. 

Beshrew  thee  for  thie  newes!  I  moste  be  gon. 

Was  ever  lockless  dome  so  hard  as  myne! 

Thos  from  dysportysmente  to  warr  to  ron, 

X o  chaunge  the  selke  veste  for  the  gaberdyne ! 

BIRXHA. 

O !  lyche  a  nedere,  lette  me  rounde  thee  twyne, 

And  hylte  thie  boddie  from  the  schaftes  of 
warre. 

Xhou  shake  nott,  must  not,  from  thie  Birtha 
ryne, 

Botte  kenn  the  dynne  of  slughornes  from 
afarre. 

iELLA. 

O  love,  was  thys  thie  joie,  to  shewe  the  treate, 
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*  Stilled. 


Than  groffyshe  to  forbydde  thie  hongered 
guestes  to  catc  S 


*  Still. 


*Foot 

soldiers. 


Re¬ 
lease.  E. 


O  mie  upswalynge  harte,  whatt  wordes  can 
saie 

The  peynes,  thatte  passethe  ynn  mie  soule 
ybrente  / 

Thos  to  bee  torne  uponne  mie  spousalle  daie, 

O!  'tis  a  peyne  beyond  entendemente. 

Yee  mychtie  Goddes,  G"  is  yor  favoures  sente 

As  thous  faste  dented  to  a  loade  of  peyne  S 

Moste  wee  aie  holde  yn  chace  the  shade 
content, 

And  for  a  bodykyn  a  swarthe  obteyne  ? 

O !  whie,  yee  seynctes,  oppress  yee  thos  mie 
sowle  { 

How  shalle  I  speke  mie  woe,  mie  freme,  mie 
dreerie  dole  ? 

CELMONDE. 

Sometymethewyseste  lacketh  pore  mans  rede. 

ReasonneG’  counynge  wytte  efte  flees  awaie. 

Thann,  loverde,  lett  me  saie,  wyth  hommaged 
drede 

(Bieneth  yourfote ylayn)  mie  counselle  saie; 

Gyff  thos  wee  lett  the  matter  ^lethlen  laie, 

The  foemenn,  everych  honde-poyncte,  getteth 
fote. 

Mie  loverde,  lett  the  speere-menne,  dyghte  for 
fraie, 

And  all  the  *sabbataners  goe  aboute. 

I  speke,  mie  loverde,  alleyne  to  upryse 
Youre  wytte  from  marvelle,  G"  the  warriour  to 
*alyse. 
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/ELLA. 

Ah !  nowe  thou  pottest  'Hakells  yn  mic  harte ;  * Arrows. 

Mie  soulghe  dothe  nowe  begynne  to  sec 
herselle ; 

I  wylle  upryse  mie  myghte,  €>  doe  mie  parte, 

T o  slea  the  foemenne  yn  mie  furie  felle. 

Botte  howe  canne  tynge  mie  rampynge  fourie 
telle, 

Whyche  ryseth  from  mie  love  to  Birtha  fay  re  / 

Ne  coulde  the  ^queede,  O'  alle  the  myqhte  of  ^  Fiend. 
Helle,  E. 

Foundeout  impleasaunce  of  syke  blacke  a 
geare. 

Yette  I  wylle  bee  mieselfe,  Gr  rouze  mie  spryte 
T o  acte  wythe  rennome,  €>  goe  meet  the  bloddie 
fyghte. 

BIRTHA. 


No,  thou  schalte  never  leave thieBirtha'ssyde; 

Ne  schall  thewynde  uponneusblowe  alleyne; 

I,  lyche  a  nedre,  wylle  untoe  thee  byde; 

Tyde  lyfe,  tyde  deathe,  ytte  shall  behoulde  us 
twayne. 

I  have  mie  parte  of  drierie  dole  and  peyne; 

Itte  brasteth  from  mee  atte  the  *holtred  eyne;  *  Hid- 
Ynne  tydes  of  teares  mie  swarthynge  spryte  den.  E. 
wyll  drayne, 

Gyff  drerie  dole  ys  thyne,  tys  twa  tymes  myne. 

Goe  notte,  O  ./Ella;  wythe  thie  Birtha  staie; 

For  wyth  thie  semmlykeed  mie  spryte  wyll  goe 
awaie. 

/ELLA. 


O!  tys  for  thee,  for  thee  alleyne  I  fele; 

Yett  I  muste  bee  mieselfe;  with  valoures  gear 
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Flic  dyghte  mie  hearte,  G"  nottc  mie  lymbes  yn 

stele, 

And  shake  the  bloddie  swerde  G1  steyned  sper e. 

BIRTHA. 

Can  iElla  from  hys  breaste  hys  Birtha  teare  ? 

Is  shee  so  rou  G”  ugsomme  to  hys  syghter' 

*  T rick-  *Entrykeynge  wyght !  ys  leathall  warre  so 

ing.  E,  deare/ 

Thou  pryzest  mee  belowe  the  joies  of  fyghte. 

Thou  scalte  notte  leave  mee,  albeytte  the  erthe 
Hong  pendaunte  bie  thie  swerde,  G*  craved  for 
thy  morthe. 

JELLA. 

Dyddest  thou  kenne  howe  mie  woes,  as 
starres  ybrente, 

Headed  bie  these  thie  wordes  doe  onn  mee 
falle, 

Thou  woulde  stryve  to  gyve  mie  harte 
contente, 

Wakyngmie  slepynge  mynde  to  honnoures 
calle. 

Of  selynesse  I  pryze  thee  moe  yan  all 

Heaven  can  mee  sende,  or  counynge  wytt 
acquyre, 

Yette  I  wylle  leave  thee,  onne  the  foe  to  falle, 

Retournynge  to  thie  eyne  with  double  fyre. 

BIRTHA. 

Moste  Birtha  boon  requeste  and  bee  denyd  g* 
Receyve  attenes  a  darte  yn  selynesse  and 
pryde 

Doe  staie,  att  leaste  tylle  morrowes  sonne 
apperes. 
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M  LLA. 

Thou  kennestc  wclle  the  Dacyannes  myttee 

WDowere ; 

ythe  them  a  mynnute  wurchethe  bane  for 
yeares ; 

Theie  undoe  reaulmes  wythyn  a  syngle 
hower. 

Rouze  all  thie  honnoure,  Birtha;  look  attoure 
Thie  bledeynge  countrie,  whych  for  hastie 
dede 

Calls,  for  the  rodeynge  of  some  doughtie  power, 

To  royn  yttes  royners,  make  yttes  foemenne 
blede. 

BIRTHA. 

Rouze  all  thie  love;  false €rentrykyngwyghte! 

Ne  leave  thie  Birtha  thos  uponne  pretence  of 
fyghte. 

Thou  nedest  notte  goe,  untyll  thou  haste 
command 

Under  the  sygnette  of  oure  lorde  the  kynge. 

JELLA. 

Andwouldest  thou  make  me  then  a  recreander' 

Hollie  Seyncte  Marie,  keepe  mee  from  the 
thynge ! 

Heere,  Birtha,  thou  hast  potte  a  double  stynge, 

One  for  thie  love,  anodher  for  thie  mynde. 

BIRTHA. 

^Agylted  .TElla,  thie  abredynge  ^blynge.  *  Offen- 
T was  love  of  thee  thatte  foule  intente y  wrynde.  ded. 

Yette  heare  mie  supplycate,  to  mee  attende,  *  Cease. 
Hear  from  mie  *groted  harte  the  lover  and  the  *  Swol- 
friende.  len. 
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LettCelmondeynthiearmour-bracebedyghte, 

And  yn  thic  stead  unto  the  battle  goe; 

Thie  name  alleyne  wylle  putte  the  Danes  to 
flyghte, 

The  ayre  thatt  beares  ytt  woulde  presse 
downe  the  foe. 

M  LLA. 

Birtha,  yn  vayne  thou  wouldste  mee  recreand 
doe; 

I  moste,  I  wylle,  fyghte  for  mie  countries  wele, 
And  leave  thee  for  ytt.  Celmonde,  sweftlie  goe, 
T elle  mie  Brystowans  to  dyghte  yn  stele ; 

T ell  hem  I  scorne  to  kenne  hem  from  afar, 
Botte  leave  the  vyrgyn  brydall  bedde  for  bedde 
of  warre. 

JZJE LLA,  BIRTHA. 

BIRTHA. 

And  thou  wilt  goe;  O  mie  agroted  harte! 

M  LLA. 

Mie  countrie waites  mie  marche ;  I  muste  awaie; 
Albeytte  I  schulde  goe  to  mete  the  darte 
Of  certen  Dethe,  yette  here  I  woulde  notte  staie, 
Botte  thos  to  leave  thee,  Birtha,  dothe  asswaie 
Moe  torturynge  peynes  yanne  canne  be  sedde 
bie  tyngue, 

Y ette  rouze  thie  honoure  uppe,  O'  wayte  the 
daie, 

Whan  rounde  aboute  mee  songe  of  warre  heie 
54  T  or--  synge. 

ture.  O  Birtha,  strev  mie  ^agreeme  to  ^accaie, 

*  Assu"  And  joyous  see  mie  armes,  dyghte  oute  ynn 
age.  warre  arraie. 
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BIRTHA. 

Difficile  ys  the  pennaunce,  yette  File  strev 

T o  keepe  mie  woe  behyltren  yn  mie  breaste. 

Albeytte  nete  maye  to  mee  pleasaunce  yev, 

Lyche  thee,  File  strev  to  sette  mie  mynde  atte 
reste. 

Y ett  oh !  forgeve,  yff  I  have  thee  dystreste ; 

Love,  doughtie  love,  wylle  beare  no  odher 
swaie. 

Juste  as  I  was  wythe  JE  11a  to  be  bleste, 

Shappe  foulliethos  hathe  snatched  hymawaie. 

It  was  a  ^tene  too  doughtie  to  bee  borne, 
Wydhoute  an  ounde  of  feares  and  breaste  wyth 
syghes  ytorne. 

JE  LLA. 

Thie  mynde  ys  now  thieselfe;  why  wylte 
thou  bee 

All  blanche,  al  kyngelie,  all  soe  wyse  yn  mynde, 

Alleyne  to  lett  pore  wretched  JElla  see, 

Whatte  wondrous  *bighes  he  nowe  muste 
leave  behynde  J 

O  Birtha  fayre,  warde  every che  commynge 
wynde, 

On  every ch  wynde  I  wylle  a  token  sende; 

Onn  mie  longe  shielde  ycorne  thie  name 
thoul't  fynde. 

Butte  here  comes  Celmonde,  wordhie  knyghte 
and  friende. 

ja  JE  LLA,  BIRTHA,  CELMONDE.  ja 
CELMONDE. 

Thie  Brystowe  knyghtes  for  thie  forth" 
comynge  lynge ; 


*  Grief. 
E. 


*  Jewels. 
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Cover¬ 

ed. 

Blind. 

E. 

Fast¬ 

ened. 


Echone  athwarte  hys  backe  hys  longe  warre- 
shield  dothe  slynge. 

JE  LLA. 

Birtha,  adieu;  but  yette  I  cannotte  goe. 

BIRTHA. 

Lyfe  of  mie  spryte,  mie  gentle  JElla.  staie. 
Engyne  mee  notte  wyth  syke  a  drierie  woe. 

JELL  A. 

I  muste,  I  wylle ;  tys  honnoure  cals  awaie. 

BIRTHA. 

O  mie  agroted  harte,  braste,  braste  ynn  twaie. 
./Ella,  for  honnoure,  flyes  awaie  from  mee. 

JE  LLA. 

Birtha,  adieu;  I  maie  notte  here  obaie. 

I'm  flyynge  from  mieselfe  yn  flying  thee. 

BIRTHA. 

O  JE  11a,  housband,  friend,  and  loverde,  staie. 
He's  gon,  he's  gone,  alas !  percase  he's  gone  for 
aie. 

CELMONDE. 

Hope,hallie  suster,  sweepeynge  thro'  the  skie, 
In  crowne  of  goulde,  robe  of  lillie  whyte, 
Whyche  farre  abrode  ynne  gentle  ayre  doe  flie, 
Meetynge  from  dystaunce  the  enjoyous  syghte, 
Albeytte  efte  thou  takest  thie  hie  flyghte 
*Hecket  ynne  a  myste,  and  wyth  thyne  eyne 
^yblente, 

No  we  commest  thou  to  mee  wyth  starrie 
lyghte; 

Ontoe  thie  veste  the  rodde  sonne  ys  ^adente; 
The  Sommer  tyde,  the  month  of  Maie  appere, 
Depycte  wythe  skylledd  honde  upponn  thie 
wyde  aumere. 


I  from  a  nete  of  hopelen  am  adawed, 

*  Awhaped  attc  the  fetyveness  of  daie ;  *  Aston- 

iElla,  bie  nete  moe  thann  hys  myndbruche  ished. 

awed, 

Is  gone,  and  I  moste  followe,  toe  the  fraie. 

Celmonde  canne  ne'er  from  anie  byker  staie. 

Dothe  warre  begynne/  there's  Celmonde  yn 
the  place. 

Botte  whanne  the  warre  ys  donne,  I'll  haste 
awaie. 

The  reste  from  nethe  tymes  masque  must 
shew  yttes  face. 

I  see  onnombered  joies  arounde  mee  ryse ; 
uBlake  stondethe  future  doome,  and  joie  dothe 
mee  ^alyse. 

O  honnoure,  honnoure,  whatt  ys  bie  thee 
hanne { 

Hailie  the  robber  and  the  ^bordelyer, 

Who  kens  ne  thee,  or  ys  to  thee  bestanne, 

And  nothynge  does  thie  myckle  gastness 
fere. 

Faygne  woulde  I  from  mie  bosomme  alle  thee 
tare. 

Thou  there  *dysperpellest  thie  levynne-  *  Scat- 
bronde;  terest. 

Whylest  mie  soulgh's  forwyned,  thou  art  the 
gare '  . 

Sleene  ys  mie  comforte  bie  thie  ferie  honde; 

As  somme  talle  hylle,  whann  wynds  doe  shake 
the  ground, 

Itte  kerveth  all  abroade,  bie  brasteynge  hyltren 
wounde. 


v  Bare. 
^Release. 
E. 


^Cot¬ 
tager.  E. 
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Trum¬ 
pet.  E. 
Lost.  E. 


Strange 


Shield. 

E. 


Offen¬ 
ded.  E. 
Man¬ 
tles. 


Honnoure,  whatt  bee  ytte  t  tys  a  shadowes 
shade, 

A  thynge  of  wychencref,  an  idle  dreme; 

On  of  the  fonnis  whych  the  clerche  have  made 

Menne  wydhoute  sprytes,  O'  wommen  for  to 
fleme ; 

Knyghtes,  who  efte  kenne  the  loude  dynne  of 
the  *beme, 

Schulde  be  ^forgarde  to  syke  enfeeblynge 
waies, 

Make  everych  acte,  alyche  theyr  soules,  be 
breme, 

And  for  theyre  chyvalrie  alleyne  have  prayse. 
O  thou,  whatteer  thie  name, 

Or  Zabalus  or  Queed, 

Comme,  steel  mie  sable  spryte, 

For  ^fremde  and  dolefulle  dede. 

J0  MAGNUS,  HURRA,  O  HIE  PREESTE 
J3  (wyth  the  Armie,  near  Watchette.) 

MAGNUS. 

S WYTHE  latte  the  offrendes  to  the  Goddes 
begynne, 

T o  knowe  of  hem  the  issue  of  the  fyghte. 

Potte  the  blodde-steyned  sword  and  *pavyes 
ynne; 

Spreade  swythyn  all  arounde  the  hallielyghte. 
HIE  PREESTE  ^2  (syngeth.) 

Y ee,  who  hie  yn  mokie  ayre 
Delethe  seasonnes  foule  or  fayre, 

Yee,  who,  whanne  yee  weere  ^agguylte, 
The  mone  yn  bloddie  ^gyttelles  hylte, 
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Moovcd  the  starres,  and  dyd  unbynde 
Everyche  barriere  to  the  wynde; 

Whanne  the  oundynge  waves  dystreste, 

Storven  to  be  overest, 

Sockeynge  yn  the  spyre-gyrte  towne, 

Swolterynge  wole  natyones  downe, 

Sendynge  dethe,  on  plagues  astrodde, 

Moovynge  lyke  the  erthys  Godde; 

T o  mee  send  your  heste  dy  vyne, 

Lyghte  ^eletten  all  myne  eyne,  ^Enligh- 

Thatt  I  maie  now  undevyse  ten. 

All  the  actyonnes  of  th'  empprize. 

J&L  (falleth  downe  €>  efte  rysethe.) 

Thus  sayethe  the  Goddes;  goe,  yssue  to  the 
playne ; 

Forr  there  shall  meynte  of  mytte  menne  bee 
slayne. 

MAGNUS. 

Whie,  soe  there  evere  was,  whanne  Magnus 
foughte. 

Efte  have  I  *treynted  noyance  throughe  the  *  Dealt, 
hoaste,  E. 

Athorowe  swerdes,  alyche  the  Queed  dys<- 
traughte, 

Have  Magnus  pressynge  wroghte  hys  foemen 
loaste. 


As  whanne  a  tempeste  vexethe  soare  the 
coaste, 


tare, 

So  dyd  I  inne  the  warre  the  javlynne  toste, 
Full  meynte  a  champyonnes  breaste  received 
mie  spear. 
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*  Meteor.  Mie  sheelde,  lyche  sommere  morie  *gronfer 

E.  droke, 

Mie  lethalle  speere,  alyche  a  levyn-mylted  oke. 

HURRA. 

Thie  wordes  are  greate,  full  hyghe  of  sound, 
and  eeke 

Lyche  thonderre,  to  the  wych  doth  comme  no 
rayne. 

Itte  lacketh  notte  a  doughtie  honde  to  speke; 

*  Least.  The  cocke  saiethe  'Mrefte,  yett  armed  ys  he 

alleyne. 

Certis  thie  wordes  maie,thou  motest  have  sayne 
Of  mee,  and  meynte  of  moe,  who  eke  canne 
fyghte, 

Who  haveth  trodden  downe  the  adventayle, 
And  tore  the  heaulmes  from  heades  of  myckle 
myghte. 

Sy  thence  syke  myghte  y s  placed  yn  thie  honde, 

Lette  blowes  thie  actyons  speeke,  and  bie  thie 
corrage  stonde. 

MAGNUS. 

Thou  are  a  warrioure,  Hurra,  thatte  I  kenne, 
And  myckle  famed  for  thie  handie  dede. 

Thou  fyghtest  anente  maydens  and  ne  menne, 
Nor  aie  thou  makest  armed  hartes  to  blede. 
Efte  I,  caparyson'd  on  bloddie  stede, 

Havethe  thee  seene  binethe  meeynn  the  fyghte, 
Wythe  corses  I  investynge  everich  mede, 

And  thou  aston,  and  wondrynge  at  mie  myghte. 
Thanne  wouldest  thou  comme  yn  for  mie  re~ 
nome, 

Albeytte  thouwouldst  reyne  awaie  from  bloddie 
dome  / 
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HURRA. 

How!  butte  bee  bourne  mie  rage.  I  kenne 
aryghte 

Bothe  thee  6 7  thyne  maie  ne  bee  wordhye 

^peene.  ®vPunish'- 

Eftsoones  I  hope  wee  scalle  engage  yn  fyghte;  ment.  E. 

Thanne  to  the  souldyers  all  thou  wylte 

*bewreene.  *  Dis- 

I'll  prove  mie  courage  onne  the  burled  greene;  close.  E. 

Tys  there  alleyne  I’ll  telle  thee  whatte  I  bee. 

Gyf  I  weelde  notte  the  deadlie  sphere 

^adeene,  vWor~ 

Thanne  lett  mie  name  be  fulle  as  lowe  as  thee,  thily.  E. 

Thys  mie  adented  shielde,  thys  mie  warre- 
speare, 

Schalle  telle  the  falleynge  foe  gyf  Hurra's  harte 
can  feare. 

MAGNUS. 

Magnus  woulde  speke,  butte  thatte  hys  noble 
spryte 

Dothe  soe  enrage,  he  knowes  notte  whatte  to 
saie. 

He'dde  speke  yn  blowes,  yn  gottes  of  blodde 
he'd  wryte, 

And  on  thie  heafod  peyncte  hys  myghte  for 
aie. 

Gyf  thou  anent  an  wolfynnes  rage  wouldest 
staie, 

'Tys  here  to  meet  ytt;  botte  gyff  nott,  bee 
goe; 

Lest  I  in  furrie  shulde  mie  armes  dysplaie, 

Whych  to  thie  boddie  wylle  wurche  myckle 
woe. 
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Oh !  I  bee  madde,  dystraughte  wyth  brendyng 
rage; 

Ne  seas  of  smethynge  gore  wylle  mie  chafed 
harte  asswage. 

HURRA, 

I  kenne  thee,  Magnus,  welle;  awyghtethouart 

That  doest  aslee  alonge  ynn  doled  distresse, 

Strynge  bulle  yn  boddie,  lyoncelle  yn  harte. 

I  almost  wysche  thie  prowes  were  made  lesse. 

Whan  ./Ella  (name  drest  uppe  yn  ugsomness 

T  o  thee  O'  recreandes)  thondered  on  the  play  ne , 

Howe  dydste  thou  thorowe  fyrste  of  fleers 
presse! 

Swefter  thanne  federed  takelle  dydste  thou 
reyne. 

A  ronnynge  pryze  onn  seynctedaietoordayne, 
Magnus,  and  none  botte  hee,  the  ronnynge  pryze 
wylle  gayne. 

MAGNUS. 

Eternalle  plagues  devour  thie  baned  tyngue! 

Myrriades  of  neders  pre  upponne  thie  spryte ! 

Maiest  thou  fele  al  the  peynes  of  age  whylst 
yynge, 

U  nmanned,  uneyned,  excloodedaie  the  lyghte, 

Thie  senses,  lyche  thieselfe,  enwrapped  yn 
nyghte, 

A  scoff  to  foemen  O  to  beastes  a  pheere; 

Maie  furched  levynne  onne  thie  head  alyghte, 
*  Storm.  Maie  on  thee  falle  the  fhuyr  of  the  ^unweere; 

E.  Fen  vaipoures  blaste  thie  everiche  manlie 
powere, 

**  Loath-  Maie  thie  bante  boddie  quycke  the  ^wolsome 
some,  E,  peenes  devoure. 
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Faygne  woulde  I  curse  thee  further,  botte  mie 
tyngue 

Denies  mie  harte  the  favoure  soe  toe  doe. 

HURRA. 

Nowe  bie  the  Dacyanne  goddes,  €r  Welkyns 
kynge, 

Wythe  fhurie,  as  thou  dydste  begynne, 
persue; 

Calle  on  mie  heade  all  tortures  that  bee  rou, 

Bane  onne,  tylle  thie  owne  tongue  thie  curses 
fele. 

Sende  onne  mie  heade  the  blyghteynge 
levynne  blewe, 

The  thonder  loude,  the  swellynge  azure  *rele.  *  Wave. 

Thie  wordes  be  hie  of  dynne,  botte  nete 
besyde ; 

Bane  on,  good  chieftayn,  fyghte  wythe  wordes 
of  myckle  pryde. 

Botte  doe  notte  waste  thie  breath,  lest  JEila 
come. 

MAGNUS. 

JE  11a  G  thee  togyder  synke  toe  helle! 

Bee  youre  names  blasted  from  the  rolle  of 
dome! 

I  feere  noe  ./Ella,  thatte  thou  kennest  welle. 

Unlydgefulle  traytoure,  wylt  thou  nowe 
rebelled 

'Tys  knowen,  thatte  yie  menn  bee  lyncked  to 
myne, 

Bothe  sente,  as  troopes  of  wolves,  to  sletre 
felle; 

Botte  nowe  thou  lackest  hem  to  be  all  yyne. 


Nowe,  bie  the  goddes  yatte  reule  the 
Dacyanne  state, 

Speacke  thou  yn  rage  once  moe,  I  wyll  thee 
44  Un-  *dysregate. 

king.  E.  HURRA. 

Ipryze  thie  threattes  joste  as  I  doe  thie  banes, 
The  sede  of  malyce  and  recendize  al. 

Thou  art  a  stayne  unto  the  name  of  Danes ; 
Thou  alleyne  to  thie  tyngue  for  proofe  canst 
calle. 

Thou  beest  a  worme  so  groffile  and  so  smal, 

I  wythe  thie  bloude  woulde  scorne  to  foul  mie 
sworde, 

Botte  wythe  thie  weaponnes  woulde  upon 
thee  falle, 

Alyche  thie  owne  feare,  slea  thee  wythe  a 
worde. 

I  Hurra  amme  miesel,  G  aie  wylle  bee, 

As  greate  yn  valourous  actes  G  yn  commande 
as  thee. 

J0.  MAGNUS,  HURRA,  ARMYE  G 
MESSENGER.  J0 

MESSENGERE. 

Blynne  your  contekions,  chiefs;  for,  as  I  stode 
Uponne  mie  watche,  I  spiede  an  armie 
commynge, 

Notte  lyche  ann  handfulle  of  a  ‘Tremded  foe, 
Botte  blacke  wythe  armoure,  movynge 
ugsomlie, 

Lyche  a  blacke  fulle  cloude,  thatte  dothe  goe 
alonge 

T  o  droppe  yn  hayle,  G  hele  the  thonder  storme. 
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*  Frigh¬ 
ted. 


MAGNUS. 

Ar  there  meynte  of  them  S 

MESSENGERR. 
ante-flyes  ynne  a  sommer's  none, 
tho'  theie  stynge  as  persante  too. 
HURRA. 

Whatte  matters  thatte/  lettes  sette  oure  warr- 
arraie. 

Goe,  sounde  the  ^beme,  lette  champyons  ^Xrum- 
prepare;  pet.  E. 

Ne  doubtynge,  we  wylle  stynge  as  faste  as 
heie. 

Whatte  t  doest  *forgard  thie  blodde  /  ys  ytte  *  Lose, 
for  feare  ? 

Wouldest  thou  gayne  the  towne,  G1  castle- 
stere, 

And  yette  ne  byker  wythe  the  soldyer  guarde  ? 

Go,  hyde  thee  yan  mie  tente  annethe  the  lere; 

I  of  thie  boddie  wylle  keepe  watche  O  warde. 
MAGNUS. 

Oure  goddes  of  Denmarke  know  mie  harte  ys 

HURRA. 

For  nete  upon  the  erthe,  botte  to  be  choughens 
foode. 

^  MAGNUS,  HURRA,  ARMIE, 
SECONDE  MESSENGERRE.  ja 


Thyckeasthe 
Seemynge  as 


SECONDE  MESSENGERRE. 


As  from  mie  towre  I  kende  the  commyngefoe, 
I  spied  the  crossed  shielde,  O  bloddie  swerde, 
The  furyous  ^Ella's  banner;  wythynne  kenne 
The  armie  ys.  Dysorder  throughe  oure  hoaste 
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Is  fleynge,  borne  onne  wynges  of  AElla's 
name; 

Styr,  styr,  mie  lordes ! 

MAGNUS. 

What.''  JE  11a/  Gsoe  neared 

Thenne  Denmarques  roiend;  oh  mie  rysynge 
fear  e ! 

HURRA. 

What  doeste  thou  mene/  thys  AElla's  botte  a 
manne. 

Nowe  bie  mie  sworde,  thou  arte  a  verie  berne. 

Of  late  I  dyd  thie  creand  valoure  scanne, 

Whanne  thou  dydst  boaste  soe  moche  of 
actyon  derne. 

Botte  I  toe  wart  mie  doeynges  moste  atturne, 

T o  cheere  the  Sabbataneres  to  deere  dede. 
MAGNUS. 

I  to  the  knyghtes  onne  everyche  syde  wylle 
burne, 

T elleynge  'hern  alle  to  make  her  foemen  blede ; 

Sythe  shame  or  deathe  onne  eidher  syde  wylle 
bee, 

Mie  harte  I  wylle  upryse,  €j  inne  the  battelle  slea. 

J2(Near  Watchette.) 

J0  AELLA,  CELMONDE,  &  ARMIE  J2 

/ELLA. 

Now  havynge  done  oure  mattynes  O  oure 
vowes, 

Lette  us  for  the  intended  fyghte  be  boune, 

And  everyche  champyone  potte  the  joyous 
crowne 
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Of  certane  masterschyppe  upon  hys  glestreynge 
browcs. 

As  for  mic  harte,  I  ownc  ytt  ys,  as  ere 

Ittc  has  bcencynnc  the  sommer-sheene  of  fate, 

Unknowen  to  the  ugsomme  gratche  of  fere; 

Mie  blodde  embollen,  wythe  masterie  elate, 

Boyles  ynne  mie  veynes,  O’  rolles  ynn  rapyd 
state, 

Impatyente  forr  to  mete  the  persante  stele, 

And  telle  the  worlde,  thatte  ./Ella  dyed  as 
greate 

As  anie  knyghte  who  foughte  for  Englondes 
weale. 

Friends,  kynne,  O  soldyerres,  ynne  blacke 
armore  drere, 

Mie  actyons  ymytate,  mie  presente  redynge  here* 

There  ys  ne  house,  athrow  thys  shap-scurged 
isle, 

Thatte  has  ne  loste  a  kynne  yn  these  fell 
^  fyghtes, 

Fatte  blodde  has  sorfeeted  the  hongerde  soyle, 

And  townes  venlowed  lemed  oppe  the  *  Fired, 

nyghtes. 

Inne  ^gyte  of  fyre  oure  hallie  churche  dheie  *  Robe. 

dyghtes;  E. 

Oure  sonnes  lie storven ynne  theyre  smethynge 
gore; 

Oppe  bie  the  rootes  oure  tree  of  lyfe  dheie 
pyghtes, 

Vexynge  oure  coaste,  as  byllowes  doe  the 
shore. 
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^Burn. 

E. 


*  Blast" 
ing. 


*  Boats. 
E. 


*  Eagre, 
bore.  E, 


Yee  menne,  gyf  ye  aremenne,  displaie  yor 
name, 

Ybrende  yer  tropes,  alyche  the  roarynge 
tempest  flame. 


Ye  Chrystyans,  doe  as  wordhie  of  the  name; 

Xhese  roynerres  of  oure  hallie  houses  slea; 

Braste,  lyke  a  cloude,  from  whence  doth  come 
the  flame, 

Lyche  torrentes,  gushynge  downe  the  moun- 
taines,  bee. 

And  whanne  alonge  the  grene  yer  champyons 
flee, 

Swefte  as  the  rodde  *for"Weltrynge  levyn" 
bronde, 

Yatte  hauntes  the  flyinge  mortherer  oere  the 
lea, 

Soe  flie  oponne  these  royners  of  the  londe. 

Lette  those  yatte  are  unto  yer  *battayles 
fledde, 

rake  slepe  eterne  uponne  a  feerie  lowynge 
bedde. 


Let  cowarde  Londonne  see  herre  towne  onn 
fyre, 

And  strev  wythe  goulde  to  staie  the  royners 
honde, 

AH  11a  O'  Brystowe  havethe  thoughtes  thattes 
hygher, 

We  fyghte  notte  forr  ourselves,  botte  all  the 
londe. 

As  Severnes  ^hyger  lyghethe  banckes  of 
sonde, 
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Pressynge  ytte  downc  bincthe  the  reynynge 
streme, 

Wythe  dreerie  dynn  ^enswolters  the  hyghe  *Swal~ 
stronde,  lows, 

Beerynge  the  rockes  alonge  ynn  fhurye  breme, 

Soe  wylle  wee  beere  the  Dacyanne  armie 
downe, 

And  throughe  a  storme  of  blodde  wyll  reache 
the  champyon  crowne. 

Gyff  ynn  thys  battelle  locke  ne  wayte  oure 
gare, 

To  Brystowe  dheie wylle  tourne  yeyre  fhuyrie 
dyre; 

Brystowe,  €t  alle  her  joies,  wylle  synke  toe 
ayre, 

Brendeynge  perforce  wythe  *unenhantende  *  Unac- 
fyre;  custo- 

Thenne  lette  oure  safetie  doublie  moove  oure  med. 
ire, 

Lyche  wolfyns,  rovynge  for  the  evnynge  pre, 

See[ing]  the  lambe  €r  shepsterr  nere  the  brire, 

Doth  th'one  forr  safetie,  th'one  for  hongre  slea; 

Thanne,  whanne  the  ravenne  crokes  uponne 
the  playne, 

Oh!  lette  ytte  bee  the  knelle  to  myghtie  Dacyanns 
slayne. 

Lyche  a  rodde  ^gronfer,  shalle  mie  anlace  H  Meteor, 
sheene,  E. 

Lycheastrynge  lyoncelle  File  beeynne  fyghte, 

Lyche  fallynge  leaves  the  Dacyannes  shalle 
bee  sleene, 
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*Dag" 
gers.  E. 


**  Cause. 
E. 


Lyche  [a]  loud  dynnynge  streeme  scallc  be 
mie  myghte. 

Ye  menne,  who  woulde  deserve  the  name  of 
knyghte, 

Lette  bloddie  teares  bie  all  your  ^paves  be 
wepte; 

T o  commynge  tymes  no  poyntelle  shalle 
ywrite, 

Whanne  Englonde  han  her  foemen,  Brystow 
slepte. 

Yourselfes,  youre  chyldren,  €r  youre  fellowes 
crie, 

Go,  fyghte  ynne  rennomes  **gare,  be  brave,  and 
Wynne  or  die. 


I  saie  ne  moe;  youre  spryte  the  reste  wylle  saie; 

Your  spryte  wylle  wrynne,  thatte  Brystow  ys 
yer  place ; 

T o  honnoures  house  I  nede  notte  marcke  the 
waie; 

Inne  youre  owne  hartes  you  maie  the  footer 
pathe  trace. 

’Twexte  shappe  G  us  there  ys  botte  lyttelle 
space ; 

The  tyme  ys  nowe  to  proove  yourselves  bee 
menne; 

Drawe  forthe  the  bornyshed  bylle  wythe 
*Dexter~  *fetyve  grace, 

ous.  E.  Rouze,  lyche  a  wolfynne  rouzing  from  hys 
denne. 

*Draw,  Thus  I  *enrone  mie  anlace;  go  thou  shethe; 

E.  Tile  potte  ytt  ne  ynn  place,  tyll  ytte  ys  sycke 
wythe  deathe. 
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SOLDYERS. 

Onn,  JElia,  onn;  we  longe  for  bloddie  fraic; 

W ec  longe  to  here  the  raven  synge  yn  vayne ; 

Onn,  JE  11a,  onn;  we  certys  gayne  the  daie, 

Whanne  thou  doste  leade  us  to  the  leathal 
playne. 

CELMONDE. 

Thie  speche,  O  Loverde,  fyrethe  the  whole 
trayne; 

Theie  pancte  for  war,  as  honted  wolves  for 
breathe; 

Go,  and  sytte  crowned  on  corses  of  the 
slayne ; 

Go,  O  ywielde  the  massie  swerde  of  deathe. 

SOLDYERRES. 

From  thee,  O  ^Ella,  alle  oure  courage  reygnes; 

Echone  yn  phantasie  do  lede  the  Danes  ynne 
chaynes. 

M  LLA. 

Mie  countrymenne,  mie  friendes,  your  noble 
sprytes 

Speke  yn  youre  eyne,  €r  doe  yer  master  telle. 

Swefte  as  the  rayne^storme  to  the  erthe 
alyghtes, 

Soe  wylle  we  fall  upon  these  royners  felle. 

Oure  mowynge  swerdes  shalle  plonge  hem 
downe  to  helle; 

Theyre  throngynge  corses  shall  onlyghte  the 
starres ; 

The  barrowes  brastynge  wythe  the  sleene 
schall  swelle, 

^Brynnynge  to  commynge  tymes  our  famous  *  De- 
warres ;  daring. 
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Innc  cvcric  eyne  I  kennc  the  lowe  of  myghte, 
Sheenynge  abrode,  alyche  a  hylle-fyre  ynne  the 
nyghte. 

Whanne  poyntelles  of  oure  famous  fyghtes 
shall  saie, 

Echone  wylle  marvelle  atte  the  dernie  dede, 

Echone  wylle  wyssen  hee  hanne  seene  the 
daie, 

And  bravelie  holped  to  make  the  foemenn 
blede; 

Botte  for  yer  holpe  oure  battelle  wylle  notte 
nede; 

Oure  force  ys  force  enowe  to  staie  theyre 
honde; 

Wee  wylle  retourne  unto  thys  grened  mede, 

Oer  corses  of  the  foemen  of  the  londe. 

Nowe  to  the  warre  lette  all  the  slughornes 
sounde, 

Xhe  Dacyanne  troopes  appere  on  yinder 
rysynge  grounde. 

Chiefes,  heade  youre  bandes,  and  leade. 

<J&  (DANES  flyinge  neare  Watchette.) 

FYRSTE  DANE. 

Fly,  fly,  ye  Danes;  Magnus,  the  chiefe,  ys 
sleene ; 

Xhe  Saxonnes  comme  wythe  JE  11a  atte  theyre 
heade ; 

Lette's  strev  to  gette  awaie  to  yinder  greene ; 

Flie,  flie ;  thys  ys  the  kyngdomme  of  the 
deadde. 
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SECONDE  DANE. 

O  goddes!  have  thousandes  bie  mie  anlace 
bledde, 

And  muste  I  nowe  for  safetie  flie  awaie  { 

See !  farre  besprenged  alle  oure  troopes  are 
spreade, 

Yette  I  wylle  synglie  dare  the  bloddie  fraie. 
Botte  ne;  File  flie,  G  morther  yn  retrete; 
Deathe,  blodde,  G  fyre,  scalle  marke  the  goeynge 
of  my  feete. 

THYRDE  DANE. 

Enthoghteynge  forr  to  scape  the  brondeynge 
foe, 

As  nere  unto  the  byllowd  beche  I  came, 

Farr  offe  I  spied  a  syghte  of  myckle  woe, 
Oure  spyrynge  battayles  wrapte  ynn  sayles  of 
flame. 

The  burled  Dacyannes,  who  were  ynne  the 
same, 

Fro  syde  to  syde  fledde  the  pursuyte  of  deathe ; 
The  swelleynge  fyre  yer  corrage  doe  enflame; 
Theie  lepe  ynto  the  sea,  G  bobblynge  yield 

Wf er  breathe ; 

hylest  those  thatt  bee  uponne  the  bloddie 
playne, 

Bee  deathe-doomed  captyves  taene,  or  yn  the 
battle  slayne. 

HURRA. 

Nowe  bie  the  goddes,  Magnus,  dyscourteous 
knyghte, 

Bie  cravente  havyoure  havethe  don  oure  woe, 
Dyspendynge  all  the  talle  menne  yn  the 
fyghte, 
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And  placeyng  valourous  mcnnc  where  draffs 
mote  goe. 

Sythence  oure  fourtunie  havethe  tourned  soe, 

Gader  the  souldyers  lefte  to  future  shappe, 

X o  somme  newe  place  for  safetie  we  wylle  goe, 

Inne  future  daie  we  wylle  have  better  happe. 

Sounde  the  loude  slughorne  for  a  quicke 
Retreat.  ^forloyne; 

Lette  alle  the  Dacyannes  swythe  untoe  oure 
banner  joyne. 

Throw  hamlettes  wee  wylle  sprenge  sadde 
dethe  and  dole, 

Bathe  yn  hotte  gore,  G  wasch  oureselves 
thereynne; 

Goddes!  here  the  Saxonnes  lyche  a  byllowe 
rolle. 

I  heere  the  anlacis  detested  dynne. 

Awaie,  awaie,  ye  Danes,  to  yonder  penne; 

Wee  now  wylle  make  forloyne  yn  tyme  to 
fyghte  agenne. 

CELMONDE  JBS.  (near  Watchette.) 

O  forr  a  spryte  al  feere !  to  telle  the  date, 

The  daie  whyche  seal  astounde  the  herers 
rede, 

Makeynge  oure  foemennes  envynge  hartes  to 
blede, 

Ybereynge  thro  the  worlde  oure  rennomde 
name  for  aie. 

Bryghte  sonne  han  ynne  hys  roddie  robes  byn 
dyghte, 


From  the  rodde  Easte  he  fly tted  wythe  hys 
trayne, 

The  howers  drewe  awaie  the  geete  of 
nyghte, 

Her  sable  tapistrie  was  rente  yn  twayne. 

The  dauncynge  streakes  bedecked  heavennes 
playne, 

And  on  the  dewe  dyd  smyle wythe  shemrynge 
eie, 

Lyche  gottes  of  blodde  whyche  doe  blacke 
armoure  steyne, 

Sheenynge  upon  the  ^borne  whyche  stondeth  *  Bur- 
bie;  nish. 

The  souldyers  stoode  uponne  the  hillis  syde, 

Lyche  yonge  enlefed  trees  whyche  yn  a  forreste 
byde. 


JElla  rose  lyche  the  tree  besette  wyth  brieres; 

Hys  talle  speere  sheenynge  as  the  starres  at 
nyghte, 

Hys  eyne  ensemeynge  as  a  lowe  of  fyre; 

Whanne  he  encheered  everie  manne  to 
fyghte, 

Hys  gentle  words  dyd  moove  eche  valourous 
knyghte; 

Itte  moovethe  hem,  as  honterres  lyoncelle ; 

In  trebled  armoure  ys  theyre  courage  dyghte; 

Eche  warrynge  harte  forr  prayse  rennome 
swelles ; 

Lyche  slowelie  dynnynge  of  the  croucheynge 
streme, 

Syche  dyd  the  mormrynge  sounde  of  the  whol 
armie  seme. 
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Hcc  lcdes  hem  onne  to  fyghte;  oh!  thenne  to  saie 

How /Ella  loked,  and  lokyng  dyd  encheere, 

Moovynge  alyche  a  mountayne  yn  affraie, 

Whanne  a  lowde  whyrlevynde  doe  yttes 
boesomme  tare. 

T o  telle  howe  everie  loke  wulde  banyshe 
feere, 

Woulde  aske  an  angelles  poyntelle  or  hys 
tyngue. 

Lyche  a  talle  rocke  yatte  ryseth  heaven-were, 

Lyche  a  yonge  wolfynne  brondeous  and 
strynge, 

Soe  dydde  he  goe,  and  myghtie  warriours 
hedde ; 

Wythe  gore^depycted  wynges  masterie  arounde 
hym  fledde. 

The  battelle  jyned;  swerdes  uponne  swerdes 
dyd  rynge ; 

11a  was  chafed,  as  lyonns  madded  bee; 

Lyche  fallynge  starres,  he  dydde  the  javlynn 
flynge; 

Hys  mightie  anlace  mightie  menne  dyd  slea ; 

*  Frigh-  Where  he  dydde  comme,  the  *flemed  foe 

ted.  dydde  flee, 

Or  felle  benethe  hys  honde,  as  fallynge  rayne, 

Wythe  syche  a  fhuyrie  he  dydde  onn  hemm 
dree, 

Hylles  of  yer  bowkes  dyd  ryse  uponne  the 
playne ; 

./Ella,  thou  arte — botte  staie,  mie  tynge;  saie  nee; 

Howe  greate  I  hymmemaye  make,stylle  greater 
hee  wylle  bee. 
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Nor  dydde  hys  souldyerres  see  hys  actes  yn 
vayne. 

Heere  a  stoute  Dane  uponne  hys  compheere 
felle ; 

Heere  lorde  G  hyndlette  sonke  uponne  the 
playne ; 

Heere  sonne  G  fadre  trembled  ynto  helle. 

Chief  Magnus  sought  hys  waie,  and,  shame 
to  telle! 

Hee  soughte  hys  waie  for  flyghte;  botte 
Avila's  speere 

Uponne  the  flyynge  Dacyannes  schoulder 
felle, 

Quyte  throwe  hys  boddie,  G  hys  harte  ytte 
tare, 

He  groned,  G  sonke  uponne  the  gorie  greene, 
And  wythe  hys  corse  encreased  the  pyles  of 
Dacyannes  sleene. 

Spente  wythe  the  fyghte,  the  Danyshe 
champyons  stonde, 

Lyche  bulles,  whose  strengthe  G  wondrous 
myghte  ys  fledde; 

JE  11a,  a  javelynne  grypped  yn  eyther  honde, 

Flyes  to  the  thronge,  and  doomes  two 
Dacyannes  deadde. 

After  hys  acte,  the  armie  all  yspedde; 

Fromm  everich  on  unmyssynge  javlynnes 
flewe, 

Theie  straughte  yer  doughtie  swerdes;  the 
foemenn  bledde; 

Fulle  three  of  foure  of  myghtie  Danes  dheie 
slewe ; 
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The  Danes,  wythe  terroure  rulynge  att  their 
head, 

Threwe  downe  theyr  bannere  talle,  and  lyche  a 
ravenne  fledde. 

The  soldyerres  followed  wythe  a  myghtie 
crie, 

Cryes,  yatte  welle  myghte  the  stouteste 
hartes  affraie. 

Swefte,  as  yer  shyppes,  the  vanquyshed 
Dacyannes  flie ; 

Swefte,  as  the  rayne  uponne  an  Aprylle  daie ; 

Pressynge  behynde,  the  Englysche  soldyerres 
slaie. 

Botte  halfe  the  tythes  of  Danyshe  menne 
remayne; 

iEllacommaundes  heie  shoulde  the  sleetre  staie, 

Botte  bynde  hem  prysonners  on  the  bloddie 
playne. 

The  fyghtynge  beynge  done,  I  came  awaie, 
In  odher  fieldes  to  fyghte  a  moe  unequalle  fraie. 

Mie  servant  squyre ! 

J0  CELMONDE,  SERVITOURE.  JgL 

CELMONDE. 

Prepare  a  fleing  horse, 

Whose  feete  are  wynges,  whose  pace  ys  lycke 
the  wynde, 

W  hoe  wylle  outestreppe  the  morney  nge  ly  ghte 
yn  course, 

Leaveynge  the  gyttelles  of  themerke  behynde. 
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Somme  hyltren  matters  doe  mie  presence 
fynde. 

Gyv  oute  to  alle  yatte  I  was  sleene  ynne 
fyghte. 

Gyff  ynne  thys  gare  thou  doest  mie  order 
mynde, 

Whanne  I  returne,  thou  shake  be  made  a 
knyghte; 

Flie,  flie,  be  gon;  an  howerre  ys  a  daie; 

Quicke  dyghte  mie  beste  of  stedes,  G  brynge 
hymm  heere — awaie ! 

J0-  CELMONDE.  J0 
JElla.  ys  woundedd  sore,  G  ynne  the  toune 
He  waytethe,  tylle  hys  woundes  bee  broghte 
to  ethe. 

And  shake  I  from  hys  browes  plocke  off  the 
croune, 

Makynge  the  vyctore  yn  hys  vyctorie  blether'' 
O  no !  fulle  sooner  schulde  mie  hartes  blodde 
smethe, 

Full  soonerewoulde  I  tortured  bee  toe  deathe; 
Botte — Birtha  ysthe  pryze;  ahe!  ytte  were  ethe 
T o  gayne  so  gayne  a  pryze  wythe  losse  of 
breathe ; 

Botte  thanne  rennome  aeterne — ytte  ys  botte 
ayre; 

Bredde  ynne  the  phantasie,  G  alleyn  lyvynge 
there. 

Albeytte  everyche  thynge  yn  lyfe  conspyre 
To  telle  me  of  the  faulte  I  nowe  schulde  doe, 
Yette  woulde  I  ^battentlie  assuage  mie  fyre, 
And  the  same  menes,  as  I  scall  nowe,  pursue. 

IOI 


*  Boldly. 
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The  qualytyes  I  fro  mie  parentes  drewe, 
Were  blodde,  and  morther,  masterie,  and 
warre; 

Thei  I  wyll  holde  to  now,  0  hede  ne  moe 
A  wounde  yn  rennome,  yanne  a  boddie 
scarre. 

Nowe,  iElla,  nowe  Ime  plantynge  of  a 
thorne, 

Bie  whyche  thie  peace,  thie  love,  0  glorie  shalle 
be  tome. 


J0.  (Bry stowe)  JS 
rJ0.  BIRTHA,  EGWINA. 

BIRTHA. 

Gentle  Egwina,  do  notte  preche  me  joie; 

I  cannotte  joie  ynne  anie  thynge  botte 
*  Grief.  ^weere. 

Oh !  yatte  aughte  schulde  oure  sellynesse 
destroie, 

Floddynge  the  face  wythe  woe,  0  brynie 
teare ! 

EGWINA. 

Y ou  muste,  you  muste  endeavour  for  to 
cheere 

Y oure  harte  unto  somme  cherisaunied  reste. 

Y oure  loverde  from  the  battelle  wylle 
appere, 

Ynne  honnoure,  and  a  greater  love,  be 
dreste; 

Botte  I  wylle  call  the  mynstrelles  roundelaie; 

Perchaunce  the  swotie  sounde  maie  chase  your 
wiere  awaie, 
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J0  BIRTHA,  EGWINA, 
MYNSTRELLES.  J2 

JZ  MYNSTRELLES  SONGE. 

O !  synge  untoc  mie  roundelaie, 

O !  droppc  the  brynie  teare  wythe  mee, 

Daunce  ne  moe  atte  hallie  daie, 

Lycke  a  reynynge  ryver  bee; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  death-bedde, 

A1  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Blacke  hys  ^cryne  as  the  wyntere  nyghte,  ^  Hair. 
Whyte  hys  *rode  as  the  sommer  snowe,  *  Com- 
Rodde  hys  face  as  the  mornynge  lyghte,  plexion. 
Cale  he  lyas  ynne  the  grave  belowe; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde , 

Gon  to  hys  deathe-Tedde, 

A1  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Swote  hys  tyngue  as  the  throstles  note, 

Quycke  ynn  daunce  as  thoughte  canne  bee, 

Defte  hys  taboure,  codgelle  stote, 

O !  hee  lyes  bie  the  wyllowe  tree : 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Alle  underre  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Harke!  the  ravenne  flappes  hys  wynge, 

In  the  briered  delle  belowe; 

Harke!  the  dethe-owle  loude  dothe  synge, 

To  the  nyghte-mares  as  heie  goe; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe^-bedde, 

A1  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 
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See!  the  whyte  moone  sheenes  onne  hie; 
Whyterre  ys  mie  true  loves  shroude; 
Whyterre  yanne  the  momynge  skie, 
Whyterre  yanne  the  evenynge  cloude; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Oone  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

A1  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 


*  Happi¬ 
ness.  E. 


Wythe  mie  hondes  File  dente  the  brieres 
Rounde  his  hallie  corse  to  gre, 

Ouphante  fairie,  lyghte  youre  fyres, 

Heere  mie  boddie  stylle  schalle  bee. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  death^bedde, 

A1  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Comme,  wythe  acorne-coppe  and  thorne, 
Drayne  mie  hartys  blodde  awaie ; 

Lyfe  and  all  yttes  goode  I  scorne, 

Daunce  bie  nete,  or  feaste  by  daie. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  death-bedde, 

A1  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 


Heere,  uponne  mie  true  loves  grave. 
Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  layde, 
Nee  one  hallie  Seyncte  to  save 
A1  the  Hcelness  of  a  mayde. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  death^bedde, 
Alle  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 
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Waterre  wyches,  crownede  wythe  *reytes, 

Bere  mee  to  yer  leathalle  tyde. 

I  die;  I  come;  mie  true  love  waytes. 

Thos  the  damselle  spake,  and  dyed. 

BIRTHA. 

Thys  syngeyng  haveth  whatte  coulde  make 
ytte  please; 

Butte  mie  uncourtlie  shappe  ^benymmes  mee  of  ^Be¬ 
all  ease.  reaves.  E. 

jfELLA  (atte  Watchette.) 

CURSE  onne  mie  tardie  woundes!  brynge 
mee  a  stede! 

I  wylle  awaie  to  Birtha  bie  thys  nyghte; 

Albeytte  fro  mie  woundes  mie  soul  do  blede, 
awaie,  0*  die  wythynne  her  syghte. 
mee  a  stede,  wythe  eagle-wynges 
for  flyghte ; 

Swefte  as  mie  wyshe,0as  mie  love  ys,stronge. 

The  Danes  have  wroughte  mee  myckle  woe 
ynne  fyghte, 

I nne  kepeynge  mee  from  Birtha's  armes  so  longe. 

O !  whatte  a  dome  was  myne,  sythe  masterie 

Canne  yeve  ne  pleasaunce,  nor  mie  londes  goode 
leme  myne  eie ! 

Ye  goddes,  howe  ys  a  loverres  temper  formed! 

Sometymes  the  same  thynge  wylle  bothe 

bane,  and  blesse;  *  Frozen, 

On  tyme  *encalede,  yanne  bie  the  same  cold, 

thynge  warmd,  44  Stret- 

^Estroughted  foorthe,  0  yanne  ybrogten  less.  ched.  E. 
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1  wylle 
Brynge 


^  Water- 
flags. 


*  Church 
yard. 


'Tys  Birtha's  loss  whyche  doc  mie  thoughtes 
possesse; 

I  wylle,  I  muste  awaic :  whie  staics  mic  steder' 

Mie  huscarles,  hyther  haste;  prepare  a  dresse, 

Whyche  couracyers  yn  hastie  iournies  nede. 

O  heavens !  I  moste  awaie  to  Byrtha  eyne, 

For  yn  her  lookes  I  fynde  mie  beynge  doe 
entwyne. 

CELMONDE  (att  Brystowe.) 

THE  worlde  ys  darke  wythe  nyghte;  the 
wyndes  are  stylle; 

Fayntelie  the  mone  her  palyde  lyghte  makes 
gleme ; 

The  upryste  sprytes  the  sylente  'Metten  fylle, 

Wythe  ouphant  faeryes  joynyng  ynne  the 
dreme; 

The  forreste  sheenethe  wythe  the  sylver  leme; 

Nowe  maie  mie  love  be  sated  ynn  yttes  treate; 

Uponne  the  lynche  of  somme  swefte  reynyng 
streme, 

Att  the  swote  banquette  I  wylle  swotelie  eate. 

Thys  ys  the  howse;  yee  hyndes,  swythyn 
appere. 

CELMONDE  J2  (to  Servytoure.) 

Go  telle  to  Birtha  strayte,  a  straungerr  waytethe 
here. 

J0-  CELMONDE,  BIRTHA.  ja. 
BIRTHA. 

Celmonde !  yee  seynctes !  I  hope  thou  haste 
goode  newes. 

106 


CELMONDE. 

The  hope  ys  loste;  for  heavie  newes  prepare. 

BIRTHA. 

Is  iEUa  welled 

CELMONDE. 

Hee  lyves;  O  stylle  maie  use 
The  ^behylte  blessynges  of  a  future  yeare. 

BIRTHA. 

Whatte  heavie  tydyngethenne  have  I  to  feare  t 
Of  whatte  mischaunce  dydste  thou  so  latelie 

CELMONDE. 

F or  heavie  tydynges  swy thyn  nowe  prepare. 
.Ella  sore  wounded  ys,  yn  bykerous  fraie; 

In  Wedecester's  wallid  toune  he  lyes. 

BIRTHA. 

O  mie  agroted  breast! 

CELMONDE. 

Wythoute  your  syghte,  he  dyes. 
BIRTHA. 

Wylie  Birtha's  presence  ethe  herr  ./Ella's 
payne  ? 

I  flie ;  newe  wynges  doe  from  mie  schoulderrs 
sprynge. 

CELMONDE. 

Mie  stede  wydhoute  wylle  deftelie  beere  us 
twayne. 

BIRTHA. 

Oh !  I  wyll  flie  as  wynde,  and  no  waie  lynge; 
Sweftlie  caparisons  for  rydynge  brynge; 

I  have  a  mynde  wynged  wythe  the  levyn 
ploome. 

O  Ella,  ./Ella!  dydste  thou  kenne  the  stynge, 
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The  whyche  doeth  canker  ynne  mie  hartys 
roome, 

*  Cause.  Thou  wouldste  see  playne  thieselfe  the  *gare 

E.  to  bee; 

Aryse,  uponne  thie  love,  and  flie  to  meeten  mee. 

CELMONDE. 

The  stede,  on  whyche  I  came,  y  s  swefte  as  ayre ; 
Mie  servytoures  doewayte  mee  nerethewode; 
Swythynne  wythe  mee  unto  the  place  repayre; 
To  ./Ella  I  wylle  gev  you  conducte  goode. 

Y oure  eyne,  alyche  a  baulme,  wylle  staunche 
hys  bloode, 

Holpe  oppe  hys  woundes,  Gr  yev  hys  harte 
alle  cheere ; 

Uponne  your  eyne  he  holdes  hys  lyvelyhode  ; 
You  doe  hys  spry te,  Gr  alle  hys  pleasaunce  bere. 
Comme,  lette's  awaie,  albeytte  ytte  ys  moke, 
Yette  love  wille  bee  a  tore  to  tourne  to  feere 
nyghtes  smoke. 

BIRTHA, 

*  Tem-  Albeytte  Hunwears  dyd  the  welkynn  rende, 
pests.  E.  Reyne,  alyche  fallynge  ryvers,  dyd  ferse  bee, 

Erthe  wythe  the  ayre  enchafed  dyd  contende, 
Everychone  breathe  of  wynde  wythe  plagues 
dyd  slee, 

Yette  I  to  /Ella's  eyne  eftsoones  woulde  flee; 
Albeytte  hawethornes  dyd  mie  fleshe  enseme, 
Owlettes,  wythe  scrychynge,  shakeynge 
everyche  tree, 

And  water-neders  wrygglynge  yn  eche  streme, 
Y ette  woulde  I  flie,  ne  under  coverte  staie, 
Botte  seke  mie  /Ella  owte;  brave  Celmonde, 
leade  the  waie. 
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HURRA. 

H  E  E  REyn  nyis  forreste  lette  us  watche  for  pree, 

Bewreckeynge  on  our  foemennc  oure  ylle 
warrc ; 

Whatteverre  schalle  be  Englysch  wee  wylle 
slea, 

Spreddynge  our  ugsomme  rennome  to  afarre. 

Y e  Dacyanne  menne,  gyff  Dacyanne  menne 
yee  are, 

Lette  nete  botte  blodde  suffycyle  for  yee  bee ; 

On  everich  breaste  yn  gorie  letteres  scarre, 

Whatt  sprytes  you  have,  ©•  ho  we  those  sprytes 
maie  dree. 

And  gyf  yee  gette  awaie  to  Denmarkes  shore, 
Eftesoones  we  will  retourne,  €r  wanquished  bee 
ne  moere. 


The  battelle  loste,  a  battelle  was  yndede; 

Note  queedes  hemselfes  culde  stonde  so  harde 
a  fraie ; 

Oureveriearmoure,G'oureheaulmesdydblede, 

The  Dacyannes  sprytes,  lyche  dewe  drops, 
fledde  awaie. 

Ytte  was  an  JElla  dyd  commaunde  the  daie; 

Ynn  spyte  of  foemanne,  I  moste  saie  hys 
myghte ; 

Botte  wee  ynn  hyndlettes  blodde  the  loss 
wylle  paie, 

^Brynnynge,  thatte  we  knowe  howe  to  Wynne  *  Show-' 
yn  fyghte;  ing.  E. 


W  ee  wylle,  lyke  wylfes  enloosed  from  chaynes, 
dcstroie; — 

Oure  armoures — wynter  nyghte  shottc  oute  the 
daie  of  joie. 


Whene  swefte^fote  tyme  doe  rolle  the  daie 
alonge, 

Somme  hamlette  scalle  onto  oure  fhuyrie 
brende; 

Brastyngealychearocke,ormountaynestronge, 

The  talle  chyrche'-spyre  upon  the  grene  shalle 
bende; 

Wee  wylle  the  walles,  ©■  auntyante  tourrettes 
rende, 

Pete  everych  tree  whych  goldyn  fruyte  doe 
beere, 

Downe  to  the  goddes  the  ownerrs  dhereof 
sende, 

Besprengynge  alle  abrode  sadde  warre  €r 
bloddie  weere. 

Botte  fyrst  to  yynder  oke-tree  wee  wylle  flie; 

And  thence  wylle  yssue  owte  onne  all  yatte 
commeth  bie. 


^0  (Anodher  parte  of  the  woode.) 

J2  CELMONDE,  BIRTHA. 

BIRTHA. 

Thys  merkness  doe  affraie  mie  wommanns 
breaste. 

Howe  sable  ys  the  spreddynge  skie  arrayde ! 
Hallie  the  bordeleire,  who  lyves  to  reste, 

Ne  ys  att  nyghtys  flemynge  hue  dysmayde; 
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The  starres  doe  scantillie  the  sable  brayde; 

Wyde  ys  the  sylver  lemes  of  comforte 
wove; 

Speke,  Celmonde,  does  ytte  make  thee  notte 
afrayde  ( 

CELMONDE. 

Merker  the  nyghte,  the  fitter  tyde  for  love. 

BIRTHA. 

Saiest  thou  for  love  t  ah !  love  is  far  awaie. 

Faygne  would  I  see  once  moe  the  roddie  lemes 
of  daie. 

CELMONDE. 

Love  maie  bee  nie,  woulde  Birtha  calle  ytte 
here. 

BIRTHA. 

How,  Celmonde,  dothe  thou  mene^ 
CELMONDE. 

Thys  Celmonde  menes. 

No  leme,  no  eyne,  ne  mortalle  manne 
appere, 

Ne  lyghte,  an  acte  of  love  for  to  ^bewreene; 

Nete  in  thys  forreste,  botte  thys  *tore,  dothe 
sheene, 

The  whych,  potte  oute,  do  leave  the  whole 
yn  nyghte ; 

See!  howe  the  brauncynge  trees  doe  here 
entwyne, 

Makeynge  thys  bower  so  pleasynge  to  the 
syghte ; 

Thys  was  for  love  fyrste  made,  Or  heere  ytt 
stondes, 

Thatte  hereynne  lovers  maie  enlyncke  yn  true 
loves  bondes. 


*  Betray. 
E. 

♦Torch. 

E. 
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BIRTHA. 

Celmonde,  speake  whattc  thou  menest,  or  alse 
mic  thoughtcs 

Perchaunce  maie  robbe  thic  honcstic  so  fayre. 
CELMONDE. 

Then  here,  €r  knowe,  hereto  I  have  you 
broughte, 

Mie  longe  hydde  love  unto  you  to  make  clere. 

BIRTHA. 

Oh  heaven  O  earthe !  whatte  y s ytt  I  doe  heare  / 
Am  I  betraste/  where  ys  mie  ./Ella,  saie/ 
CLEMONDE. 

O !  do  nete  nowe  to  AC  11a  syke  love  bere, 
Botte  geven  some  onne  Celmondes  hedde. 

BIRTHA. 


Awaie ! 

I  wylle  be  gone,  and  groape  mie  passage  oute, 
Albeytte  neders  stynges  mie  legs  do  twyne 
aboute. 

CELMONDE. 

Nowe  bie  the  seynctes  I  wylle  notte  lette  thee 
goe, 

Ontylle  thou  doeste  mie  brendynge  love 
amate. 

Those  eyne  have  caused  Celmonde  myckle 
woe, 

Y enne  lette  yer  smyle  fyrst  take  hymm  yn 
^Esteem.  *regrate. 

E.  O !  didst  thou  see  mie  breastis  troblous  state, 

Theere  love  doth  harrie  up  mie  joie,  and  ethe! 

I  wretched  bee,  beyonde  the  hele  of  fate, 

Gyff  Birtha  stylle  wylle  make  mie  harte- 
veynes  blethe. 
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Softc  as  the  sommer  flowreets,  Birtha,  looke, 

Fulle  ylle  I  canne  thie  frownes  G  harde  dys~ 
pleasaunce  brooke. 

BIRTHA. 

Thie  love  ys  foule;  I  woulde  bee  deafe  for  aie, 

Radher  thanne  heere  syche  Meslavatie  sedde.  ^Lechery 

Swythynne  flie  from  mee,  G  ne  further  saie ; 

Radher  thanne  heare  thie  love,  I  woulde  bee 
dead. 

Yee  seynctes!  G  shal  I  wronge  mie  ./Ella's 
bedde, 

And  wouldst  thou,  Celmonde,  tempte  me  to 
the  thynge  ? 

Lett  mee  be  gone — alle  curses  onne  thiehedde! 

W as  y  tte  for  thys  thou  dydste  a  message  brynge ! 

Lette  mee  be  gone,  thou  manne  of  sable  harte! 

Or  welkyn  G *  her  starres  wyll  take  amay  dens  parte. 

CELMONDE. 

Sy thence  you  wylle  notte  lette  mie  suyteavele, 

Mie  love  wylle  have  yttes  joie,  altho  wythe 
guylte; 

Y our  lymbes  shall  bende,  albeytte  strynge  as 
stele ; 

The  merkye  seesonne  wylle  your  bloshes  hylte. 

BIRTHA. 

Holpe,  holpe,  yee  seynctes !  oh  thatte  mie  blodde 
was  spylte ! 

CELMONDE. 

The  seynctes  att  dustaunce  stonde  ynn  tyme 
of  nede. 

Strev  notte  to  goe;  thou  canste  notte,  gyff 
thouwylte. 

Unto  mie  wysche  bee  kinde,  Gnete  alse  hede. 
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BIRTHA. 

*  Deceit  No,  foule  *bestoykerre,  I  wyllc  rcndc  the  ayre, 
ver.  E.  Tylle  dethe  do  staie  mie  dynne,  or  somme  kynde 
^Travel-  *roder  heare. 


ler.  E. 

Holpe!  holpe!  oh  godde! 

JgL  CELMONDE,  BIRTHA, 
HURRA,  DANES. 

^Furious. 

HURRA. 

Ah !  thatts  a  wommanne  cries. 
I  kenn  hem ;  saie,  who  are  you,  yatte  bee  theere  r' 
CELMONDE. 

Yee  hyndes,  awaie!  orre  bie  thys  swerde  yee 
dies. 

HURRA. 

Thie  wordes  wylle  ne  mie  hartis  sete  affere. 

BIRTHA. 

Save  mee,oh!  save  mee  from  thys  royner  heere! 

HURRA. 

Stonde  thou  bie  mee;  nowe  saie  thie  name  O 
londe; 

Or  swy  thyne  schall  mie  swerde  thie  boddie  tare. 
CELMONDE. 

Bothe  I  wylle  shewe  thee  bie  mie  ^brondeous 
honde. 

HURRA. 

Besette  hym  rounde,  yee  Danes. 

CELMONDE. 

Comme  onne,  G*  see 
Gyff  mie  strynge  anlace  maie  bewryen  whatte  I 
bee. 

J0  (Fyghte  al  anenste  Celmonde,  meynte 
Danes  he  sleath,  G*  faleth  to  Hurra.) 
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CELMONDE. 

Oh!  I  forslagen  be!  ye  Danes,  now  kenne, 

I  amme  yatte  Celmonde,  seconde  yn  the 
fyghte, 

Who  dydd,  atte  Watchette,  so  forslege  youre 
menne; 

I  fele  myne  eyne  to  swymme  yn  aeterne 
nyghte! — 

To  her  be  kynde.  J0  (Dieth.) 

HURRA. 

Thenne  felle  a  wordhie  knyghte. 
Saie,  who  bee  you/ 

BIRTHA. 

I  am  greate  ./Ella's  wyfe. 
HURRA. 

Ah! 

BIRTHA. 

Gyff  anenste  hym  you  harboure  foule  despyte, 
No  we  wythe  the  lethal  anlace  take  mie  lyfe, 
Mie  thankes  I  ever  onne  you  wylle  bestowe, 
From  ^ewbryce  you  mee  pyghte,  the  worste  of 
mortal  woe. 

HURRA. 

I  wylle;  ytte  scalle  bee  soe:  yee  Dacyans, 
heere. 

Thys  /Ella  havethe  been  oure  foe  for  aie. 
Thorrowe  the  battelle  hedyd  brondeousteare, 
Beyng  the  lyfe  and  head  of  everych  fraie; 
From  everych  Dacyanne  power  he  won  the 
daie, 

Forslagen  Magnus,  all  oure  schippes  ybrente; 
Bie  hys  felle  arme  wee  now  are  made  to  straie; 
The  speere  of  Dacya  he  ynne  pieces  shente ; 
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Whanne  hantoned  barckes  unto  our  londc 
dyd  comme, 

M  11a  the  gare  dheie  fed,  G  wysched  hym  bytter 
dome. 

BIRTHA. 

Mercie ! 

HURRA. 

Bee  stylle. 

Botte  yette  he  ys  a  foemanne  goode  G  fayre; 
Whanne  wee  are  spente,  he  soundethe  the 
forloyne; 

The  captyves  chayne  he  tosseth  ynne  the  ayre, 
Cheered  the  wounded  bothe  wythe  bredde 
and  wyne; 

Has  hee  notte  untoe  somme  of  you  bynn  dy  gne  ? 
You  would  have  smethd  onne  Wedecestrian 
fielde, 

Sound,  Botte  hee  behylte  the  slughorne  for  to  *cleyne, 
E.  Throwynge  onne  hys  wyde  backe,  hys  wyder 
spreddynge  shielde. 

Whanne  you,  as  caytysned,  yn  fielde  dyd  bee, 
Hee  oathed  you  to  bee  stylle,  G  strayte  dydd 
sette  you  free. 

Scalle  wee  forslege  hys  wyfe,  because  he's 
brave  S 

Bicaus  hee  fyghteth  for  hys  countryes  gare 
Wylie  hee,  who  havith  bynne  yis  ^Ella's  slave, 
Robbe  hym  of  whatte  percase  he  holdith  deere  / 
Or  scalle  we  menne  of  mennys  sprytes  appere, 
Doeynge  hym  favoure  for  hys  favoure  donne, 
Swefte  to  hys  pallace  thys  damoiselle  bere, 
Bewrynne  oure  case,  G  to  ourewaiebegonner' 
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The  last  you  do  approve ;  so  lette  ytte  bee ; 
Damoyselle,  comme  awaie ;  you  safe  scalle  bee 
wythe  mee. 

BIRTHA. 

A1  blessyngesmaie  the  sey  notes  untoyee  gyve ! 

A1  pleasaunce  maie  youre  longe-straughte 
livynges  bee ! 

^Ella,  whanne  knowynge  thatte  bieyou  I  lyve, 

Wylie  thyncke  too  smalle  a  guyfte  the  londe 
and  sea. 

O  Celmonde !  I  maie  deftlie  rede  bie  thee, 

Whatte  ille  betydethe  the  enfouled  kynde; 

Maie  nethiecross^stoneof  thie  cryme  bewree ! 

Maie  alle  menne  ken  thie  valoure,  fewe  thie 
mynde ! 

Soldyer!  for  syke  thou  arte  ynn  noble  fraie, 

I  wylle  thie  goinges  ’tende,  and  doe  thou  lede 
the  waie. 


HURRA. 

The  mornynge  gyns  alonge  the  Easte  to 

sheene; 

Darklinge  the  lyghte  doe  onne  the  waters  plaie; 
The  feynte  rodde  leme  slowe  creepeth  oere 
the  greene, 

T oe  chase  the  merkyness  of  nyghte  awaie ; 
Swifte  flies  the  howers  thatte  wylle  brynge 
oute  the  daie ; 

♦ 
i 

The  shepster  mayden,  dyghtynge  her  arraie, 
Scante  sees  her  vysage  yn  the  wavie  glasse; 
Bie  the  fulle  daylieghte  wee  scalle  JE  11a  see, 
Or  Brystowes  wallyd  towne;  damoyselle, 
followe  mee. 
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J3  (At  Brystowe.)  J0 
JZ/E LLA  &  SERVITOURES. 

JELLA. 

TYS  nowe  fulle  morne;  I  thoughten,  bie 
laste  nyghte 

T o  have  been  heere ;  mie  stede  han  notte  mie 
love; 

Thys  ys  mie  pallace ;  lette  mie  hyndes  alyghte, 

Whylste  I  goe  oppe,  Gr  wake  mie  slepeynge 
dove, 

Staie  here,  mie  hyndlettes;  I  shal  goe  above. 

Nowe,  Birtha,  wyll  thie  loke  enhele  mie 
spryte, 

Thie  smyles  unto  mie  woundes  a  baulme 
wylle  prove ; 

Mie  ledanne  boddie  wylle  bee  sette  aryghte. 

Egwina,  haste,  €r  ope  the  portalle  doore, 
Yatte  I  on  Birtha's  breste  maie  thynke  of  warre 
ne  more. 

jELLA,  EGWINA.  J0. 
EGWINA. 

OhiElla! 

JE  LLA. 

Ah !  that  semmlykeene  to  mee 

Speeketh  a  legendary  tale  of  woe. 

EGWINA. 

Birtha  is — 

M  LLA. 

W hatt  ?  where  ?  how  S  saie,  whatte  of  shee.^ 
EGWINA. 


Gone — 
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JELLA. 

Gone !  ye  goddes ! 

EGWINA. 

Alas !  ytte  ys  toe  true. 

Y ee  seynctes,  hee  dies  awaie  wythe  myckle 
woe! 

iElla!  whatr'  iElla!  oh!  hee  lyves  agen. 

^  JE  LLA. 

Cal  mee  notte  JElla.;  I  am  hymme  ne  moe. 
Where  ys  shee  gon  awaie  r'  ah !  speake !  how  J 
when  r' 

EGWINA. 

I  will. 

iELLA. 

Caparyson  a  score  of  stedes;  flie,  flie. 
Where  ys  sheer'  swythynne  speeke,  or  instante 
thou  shalte  die. 

EGWINA. 

Stylle  thie  loud  rage,  €r  here  thou  whatte  I 
knowe. 

JELLA. 

Oh!  speek. 

EGWINA. 

Lyche  prymrose,  droopynge  wythe  the  heavie 
rayne, 

Laste  nyghte  I  lefte  her,  droopynge  wythe  her 
wiere, 

Her  love  the  gate,  thatte  gave  her  harte  syke 
peyne — 

JELLA. 

Her  love  J  to  whomme  J 

EGWINA. 

T o  thee,  her  spouse  alleyne. 
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As  ys  mie  hentylle  cvcrychc  morne  to  goe, 

I  wente,  and  oped  her  chamber  doore  ynn 
t wayne, 

Botte  found  her  notte,  as  I  was  wont  to  doe; 
Thanne  alle  arounde  the  pallace  I  dyd  seere, 
Botte  culde  (to  mie  hartes  woe)  ne  fynde  her  anie 
wheere. 

M  LLA. 

Thou  lyest,  foul  hagge !  thou  lyest ;  thou  art 
her  ayde 

To  chere  her  louste; — botte  noe;  ytte  cannotte 
bee. 

EGWINA. 

Gyff  trouthe  appear  notte  inne  whatte  I  have 
sayde, 

Drawe  forthe  thie  anlace  swythyn,  thanne  me 
slea. 

tELLA. 

Botte yette ytte muste, ytte muste  bee  soe;  I  see, 
Shee wythe somme  loustieparamoureys  gone; 
Ittemoste  bee  soe — oh!  howy  tte  wracketh  mee! 
Mie  race  of  love,  mie  race  of  lyfe  ys  ronne ; 
Nowe  rage,  G  brondeous  storm,  G  tempeste 
comme ; 

Nete  lyvynge  upon  erthe  can  now  enswote 
mie  domme. 

JH  iELLA,  EGWINA,  SERVYTOURE.  JH 
SERVYTOURE. 

Loverde!  I  am  aboute  the  trouthe  to  saie. 

Laste  nyghte,  fulle  late  I  dydde  retourne  to  reste. 
As  to  mie  chamber  I  dydde  bende  mie  waie, 
To  Birtha  onne  hys  name  and  place  addreste; 
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Downc  to  hym  cammc  shce;  butte  thereof  the 
reste 

I  ken  ne  matter;  so,  mie  hommage  made — 

A ELLA. 

O !  speake  ne  moe :  mie  harte  flames  yn  yttes 
heste; 

I  once  was  JE  11a;  nowe  bee  notte  yttes 
shade. 

Hanne  alle  the  fuirie  of  mysfortunes  wylle 
Fallen  onne  mie  benned  hedde  I  hanne  been 
AElla  stylle. 

Thys  alleyn  was  *unburled  of  alle  mie 
spryte ; 

Mie  honnoure,  honnoure,  frownd  on  the  dolce 
wynde, 

Thane  steeked  on  ytte;  nowe  wyth  rage  Im 
pyghte; 

A  brondeous  unweere  ys  mie  engyned 
mynde. 

Mie  hommeur  yette  some  drybblet  joie  maie 
fynde. 

To  the  Danes  woundes  I  wylle  another 

Wreve; 

hanne  thos  mie  rennome  O'  mie  peace  ys 
rynde, 

Itte  were  a  recrandize  to  thyncke  toe  lyve; 
Mie  huscarles,  untoe  everie  asker  telle, 

Gyffe  noblie  JE  11a  lyved,  as  noblie  JEWa  felle. 

^  (Stabbeth  hys  breste.) 
SERVYTOURE. 

JElla  ys  sleene;  the  flower  of  Englonde's 
marrde! 


*  Un¬ 
armed. 
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AELLA. 

Be  stylle;  stythe  lette  the  chyrches  rynge  mie 
knelle. 

Calle  hyther  brave  Coernyke;  he,  as  warde 
Of  thys  mie  Brystowe  castle,  wyll  doe  welle. 

J0&  (Knelle  ryngeth.) 

J0  JELLA,  EGWINA,  SERVYTOURE, 
COERNYKE. 

AELLA. 

Thee  I  ordeyne  the  warde;  so  alle  maie  telle. 

I  have  botte  lyttel  tym  to  dragge  thys  lyfe ; 

Mie  lethal  tale,  alyche  a  lethalle  belle, 

Dynne  yn  the  eares  of  her  I  wyschd  mie  wyfe! 
Botte,  ah !  shee  maie  be  fayre. 

EGWINA. 

Yatte  shee  moste  bee. 
JE  LLA. 

Ah!  saie  notte  soe;  yatte  worde  woulde  AH  11a 
dobblie  slee. 

J&JELLA,  EGWINA,  SERVYTOURE, 
COERNYKE,  BIRTHA,  HURRA.  J0 

AELLA. 

Ah!  Birthahere! 

BIRTHA. 

Whatte  dynne  ys  thys?'  whatte  menes  yis 
leathalle  knelle  S 

Where  ys  mie  JE  liar'  speeke;  where  J  howe 
ys  hee  J 

Oh!  iElla!  art  thou  yanne  alyve  and  welle  J 

JE  LLA. 

I  lyve  yndeed;  botte  doe  notte  lyve  for  thee. 
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BIRTHA. 

Whatte  menes  mie  JE  11a 

MLLA. 

Here  mie  meneynge  see. 

Thie  foulness  urged  mie  honde  to  gyve  thys 
wounde, 

Ytte  mee  ^unsprytes. 

BIRTHA. 

Ytte  hathe  unspryted  mee. 
/ELLA. 

Ah  heavens!  mie  Birtha  fallethe  to  the 
grounde! 

Botte  yette  I  am  a  manne,  so  wylle  bee. 

HURRA. 

./Ella!  I  amme  a  Dane;  botte  yette  a  friende  to 
thee. 

Thys  damoyselle  I  founde  wythynne  a 
woode, 

Strevynge  fulle  harde  anenste  a  burled 
swayne ; 

I  sente  hym  myrynge  ynne  mie  compheeres 
blodde, 

Celmonde  hys  name,  chief  of  thie  warrynge 
trayne. 

Yis  damoiselle  soughte  to  be  here  agayne; 

The  whyche,  albeytte  foemen,  wee  dydd 
wylle; 

So  here  wee  broughte  her  wythe  you  to 
remayne. 

COERNIKE. 

Yee  nobylle  Danes!  wythe  goulde  I  wyll  you 
fylle. 


*  Urn- 
souls. 
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M  LLA. 

Birtha,  mie  lyfe!  mie  love!  oh!  she  ys  fayre. 

Whatte  faultes  coulde  Birtha  have,  whatte 
faultes  could  .Ella  feared 
BIRTHA. 

Amm  I  yenne  thyne  ?  I  cannotte  blame  thie 
feere, 

Botte  doe  reste  mee  uponne  min  Ella’s 
breaste ; 

I  wylle  to  thee  bewryen  the  woefulle  gare. 

Celmonde  dyd  comme  to  mee  at  tyme  of  reste, 

Wordeynge  for  mee  to  flie,  att  your  requeste, 

To  Watchette  towne,  where  you  deceasynge 
laie; 

I  wythe  hym  fledde;  thro'  a  murke  wode  we 
preste, 

Where  hee  foule  love  unto  mie  eares  dyd  saie; 

The  Danes  . . . 

.ELLA. 

Oh !  I  die  contente. 


O! 


J0  (dieth.) 

BIRTHA. 

Oh !  ys  mie  .Ella  dedde 
I  will  make  hys  grave  mie  vyrgyn  spousal 
bedde. 


JZ  (Birtha  feyncteth.) 
COERNYKE. 

Whatt.^  .Ella  deadde!  G*  Birtha  dyynge  toe! 
Soe  falles  the  fayrest  flourettes  of  the  playne. 
Who  canne  unply te  the  wurchys  heaven  can 
doe, 

Or  who  untweste  the  role  of  shappe  yn 
twayne  t 
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iElla,  thic  rennome  was  thie  onlie  gayne; 

For  yatte,  thie  pleasaunce,  G'thie  joie  wasloste. 
Thie  countrymen  shall  rere  thee,  on  the  playne, 
A  pyle  of  carnes,  as  anie  grave  can  boaste; 
Further,  a  just  amede  to  thee  to  bee, 

Inne  heaven  thou  synge  of  Godde,  on  erthe 
we'lle  synge  of  thee. 

J#  THE  ENDE.  Jfi 
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GODDWYN; 

A 

TRAGEDIE. 

BY 

THOMAS  ROWLEIE. 


J0.  PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


HAROLDE. 

Bie  T.  Rowleie,  the  Aucthoure. 
GODDWYN. 

Bie  Johan  de  Iscamme. 

ELWARDE. 

Bic  Syrr  Thybbot  Gorges. 

ALSTAN. 

Bie  Syrr  Alan  de  Vere. 

KYNGE  EDWARDE. 

Bie  Mastre  Willyam  Canynge. 

(Odhers  bie  Knyghtes  Mynnstrells.) 


PROLOGUE. 

Made  bie  Maistrc  WILLIAM  CANYNGE. 

HYLOMME  bie 
pensmenne  moke 
ungentle  name 
Have  upon  Godd- 
wynne  Erie  of 
Kente  bin  layde, 
Dherebie  benym- 
mynge  hymme  of 
faie  Or  fame ; 
*Unliart  divinistres  haveth  saide, 

Thatte  he  was  knowen  toe  noe  hallie  wurche; 
Botte  thys  was  all  hys  faulte,  he  gyfted  ne  the 
churche. 

The  aucthoure  of  the  piece  whiche  we  enacte, 
Albeytte  a  clergyon,  trouthe  wyll  wrytte. 

Inne  drawynge  of  hys  menne  no  wytte  ys 
lackte ; 

HEntyn  a  kynge  mote  bee  full  pleased  to 
nyghte. 

Attende,  Gmarckethe  partes  no  we  to  be  done; 
Wee  better  for  toe  doedochampyonanieonne. 
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*  Unfor¬ 
giving. 


*  Even. 


Jt  GODDWYN. 

A  TRAGEDIE .  Jfi 

JBL  GODDWYN  O  HAROLDE.  J0 


GODDWYN. 


HAROLDE. 


♦  Devour 


*  Griev¬ 

ance. 

*  Cease. 

*  Idly. 


Mie  loverde! 

GODDWYN. 

O !  I  weepe  to  thyncke, 

What  foemen  riseth  to  *ifrete  the  londe. 

Theie  batten  onne  her  fleshe,  her  hartes 
bloude  dryncke, 

And  all  ys  graunted  from  the  roieal  honde. 
HAROLDE. 

Lette  notte  thie  ^agreme  ^blyn,  ne  ^aledge 
stonde; 

Bee  I  toe  wepe,  I  wepe  in  teres  of  gore; 

Am  I  betrassed,  syke  shulde  mie  burlie 
bronde 

Depeyncte  the  wronges  on  hym  from  whom  I 
bore. 

GODDWYN. 

I  ken  thie  spryte  ful  welle ;  gentle  thou  art, 
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Stringe,  ugsomme,  rou,  as  smethynge  armycs 
sccmc ; 

Yett  efte,  I  feare,  thie  *chefes  toe  grete  a  parte,  *  Heat. 

And  that  thie  rede  bee  efte  borne  downe  bie 

^breme.  *  Stren- 

What  tydynges  from  the  kynge  t  gth. 

HAROLDE. 

His  Normans  know. 

I  make  noe  compheeres  of  the  shemrynge 
trayne. 

GODDWYN. 

Ah  Harolde!  tis  a  syghte  of  myckle  woe, 

To  kenne  these  Normannes  everich  rennome 
gayne. 

What  tydynge  withe  the  foulke  S 
HAROLDE. 


Stylle  mormorynge  atte  yer  shap,  stylle  toe  the 
kynge 

Theie  rolle  theire  trobbles,  lyche  a  sorgie  sea. 

Hane  Englonde  thenne  a  tongue,  butte  notte 
a  stynge  S 

Dothe  alle  compleyne,  yette  none  wylle 
ryghted  bee  r 

GODDWYN. 


Awayte  the  tyme,  whanne  Godde  wylle  sende 
us  ayde. 

HAROLDE. 


No,  we  muste  streve  to  ayde  oureselves  wyth 


prayde. 

Moste  we  those  ^calke  awaie  the  lyve-longe 
howre  S 


*  Cast. 


^At¬ 
tempt. 
*  Inac¬ 
tive. 


*  Robe. 

Dis¬ 

tracting. 

Allow. 


*Con- 

tentions. 

^Aston¬ 

ish. 


Thos  croche  oure  armes,  ©  ne  toe  lyve 
Mareygne 

Unburled,  *undelievre,  unespryte.^ 

F ar  fro  mie  harte  be  fled  thyk  thoughte  of  peyne, 
lie  free  mie  countrie,  or  Ille  die  yn  fyghte. 
GODDWYN. 


Botte  lette  us  way  teuntylle  somme  season  fytte. 

Mie  Kentyshmen,  thie  Summertons  shall  ryse; 

Adented  prowess  to  the  *gite  of  witte, 

Agayne  the  argent  horse  shall  daunce  yn  skies. 

Oh  Harolde,  heere  ^forstraughteynge 
wanhope  lies. 

Englonde,  oh  Englonde,  tys  for  thee  I  blethe. 

Whylste  Edwarde  to  thie  sonnes  wylle  nete 
^alyse, 

Shulde  anie  of  thie  sonnes  fele  aughte  of  ethe  ? 

Upponne  the  trone  I  sette  thee,  helde  thie 
crowne ; 

Botte  oh!  twere  hommage  nowe  to  pyghte 
thee  downe. 


Thou  arte  all  preeste,©  notheynge  of  the  kynge. 
Thou  arte  all  N  orman,  nothynge  of  mie  blodde. 
Know,ytte  beseiestheenotte  a  masse  to  synge; 
Servynge  thie  leegefolcke  thou  arte  servynge 
Godde. 

HAROLDE. 

Thenne  Ille  doe  heaven  a  servyce.  T o  the 
skyes 

The  dailie  *contekes  of  the  londe  ascende. 
The  wyddowe,  fahdrelesse,  ©  bondemennes 
cries 

Acheke  the  mokie  aire  ©  heaven  *astende. 
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On  us  the  rulers  doe  the  folcke  depende; 

^Hancelled  from  erthe  these  Normanne  *  Cut  off. 
hyndes  shalle  bee ; 

Lyche  a  ^battently  low,  mie  swerde  shalle  ^Loud, 
*brende;  roaring. 

Lyche  fallynge  softe  rayne  droppes,  I  will  hem  *  Burn, 
slea; 

Wee  wayte  too  longe;  our  purpose  wylle 

*  defay  te;  *  Decay. 

*  Aboune  the  hyghe  empryze,  0-  rouze  the  *  Make 

champyones  strayte.  ready. 

GODDWYN. 

Thie  suster — 

HAROLDE. 

Aye,  I  knowe,  she  is  hys  queene. 

Albeytte,  dyd  shee  speeke  her  foemen  fayre, 

I  wulde  ^dequace  her  comlie  semlykenne,  *  Man- 
And  foulde  mie  bloddie  anlace  yn  her  hayre.  gle. 

GODDWYN. 

Thye  fhuir  blyn. 

HAROLDE. 

No,  bydde  the  leathal  mere, 

*  Still 

Eere  Harolde  hyde  hys  name,  his  contries 
frende. 

The  gule-steynct  brygandyne,  the  adventayle, 

The  feerie  anlace  brede  shal  make  mie  gare 
prevayle. 

GODDWYN. 

Harolde,  what  wuldest  doe  t* 

HAROLDE. 

Bethyncke  thee  whatt. 


U  pnste  withe  hiltrene  wyndes  0  cause  unkend 
Beheste  it  to  be  *lete;  so  twylle  appeare, 
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^Cutting. 

^Forbid- 

ding. 


^Dis¬ 

played. 


Here  liethe  Englonde,  all  her  drites  unfree, 

Here  liethe  Normans  *coupynge  her  bie  lotte, 

^Caltysnyng  everich  native  plante  to  gre. 

Whatte  woulde  I  doer'  I  brondeous  wulde 
hem  slee; 

Tare  oute  theyre  sable  harte  bie  ryghtefulle 
breme : 

Theyre  deathe  a  meanes  untoe  mie  lyfe  shulde 
bee, 

Mie  spryte  shulde  revelle  yn  theyr  harte- 
blodde  streme. 

Eftsoones  I  wylle  bewryne  mie  ragefulle  ire, 

nd  Goddis  anlace  wielde  yn  furie  dyre. 
GODDWYN. 

Whatte  wouldest  thou  wythe  the  kynge  r' 
HAROLDE. 

Take  offe  hys  crowne; 

The  ruler  of  somme  mynster  hym  ordeyne; 

Sette  uppe  som  dygner  than  I  han  pyghte 
downe ; 

And  peace  in  Englonde  shulde  be  ^brayd 
agayne. 

GODDWYN. 


No,  lette  the  super-hallie  seyncte  kynge 
reygne, 

Ande  somme  moe  reded  rule  the  untentyff 
reaulme ; 

Kynge  E  dwarde,  yn  hys  cortesie,  wylle  dey gne 

To  yielde  the  spoiles,  and  alleyne  were  the 
heaulme : 

Botte  from  mee  harte  bee  everych  thoughte  of 
gayne, 

ot  anie  of  mie  kin  I  wysche  him  to  ordeyne. 
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HAROLDE. 

T clime  themeenes,  O'  I  wylle bouteytte  strayte; 

Bcte  mee  to  slea  mieself,  yttc  shalle  be  done. 

GODDWYN, 

T o  thee  I  wylle  swy thynne  the  menes  unplay  te, 

Bie  whyche  thou,  Harolde,  shake  be  proved 
mie  sonne. 

Ihavelongeseenwhattepeyneswereundergon, 

Whatte  *agrames  braunce  out  from  the 
general  tree; 

The  tyme  ys  commynge,  whan  the  vmollock 
gron 

Drented  of  alle  y  ts  swolynge  owndes  shalle  bee; 

Mie  remedie  is  goode;  our  menne  shall  ryse: 

Eftsoons  the  Normans  and  owre  agrame  flies. 

HAROLDE. 

I  will  to  the  West,  €r  gemote  alle  mie  knyghtes, 

Wythe  byll  es  that  pancte  for  blodde,  and 
sheeldes  as  brede 

As  the  ^ybroched  moon,  when  blaunch  she 
dyghtes 

The  wodeland  grounde  or  water-mantled 
mede; 

Wythe  hondes  whose  myghte  canne  make  the 
doughtiest  blede, 

Who  efte  have  knelte  upon  forslagen  foes, 

Whoe  wythe  yer  fote  ^orrests  a  castle-stede, 

Who  dare  on  kynges  for  to  bewrecke  yiere 
woes; 

No  we  wylle  the  menne  of  Englonde  haile  the 
daie, 

Whan  Goddwyn  leades  them  to  the  ryghtfulle 
fraie. 


*  Griev¬ 
ances. 
v  Wet 
fen. 


*  Horn¬ 
ed, 


*  Over¬ 
set. 
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GODDWYN. 

Botte  firste  we'll  call  the  loverdes  of  the  West, 

The  erles  of  Mercia,  Conventrie  and  all ; 

The  moe  wee  gayne,  the  gate  wylle  prosper 
beste, 

Wythe  syke  a  nomber  wee  can  never  fall. 
HAROLDE. 

True,  so  wee  sal  doe  beste  to  lyncke  the 
chayne, 

And  alle  attenes  the  spreddynge  kyngedomme 
bynde. 

Cross-  No  ^crouched  champyone  wythe  an  harte 
ed  (cru-  moe  feygne 

sading.)  Dyd  yssue  owte  the  hallie  swerde  to  fynde, 

E.  Than  I  nowe  strev  to  ryd  mie  londe  of  peyne. 

Goddwyn,  what  thanckes  owre  laboures 
wylle  enhepe ! 

File  ryse  mie  friendes  unto  the  bloddie  pleyne ; 

I'lle  wake  the  honnoure  thatte  ys  now  aslepe. 

When  wylle  the  chiefes  mete  atte  thie 
feastive  halle, 

That  I  wythe  voice  alowde  maie  there  upon  'em 
calle  ? 

GODDWYN. 

Next  eve,  mie  sonne. 

HAROLDE. 


Nowe,  Englonde,  ys  the  tyme, 
Whan  thee  or  thie  felle  foemens  cause  moste 
die. 

Rare,  Thie  *geason  wronges  bee  reyne  ynto  theyre 
uncom-  pryme; 

mon.  N owe  wylle  thie  sonnes  unto  thie  succoure 
flie. 


Alyche  a  storm  egederinge  yn  the  side, 

T ys  fulle  ande  brasteth  on  the  ^chaper  grounde;  ^  Batten. 
Sycke  shalle  mie  fhuirye  on  the  Normans  flie, 

And  alle  theyre  mittee  menne  be  sleene 
arounde. 

Nowe,  nowe,  wylle  Harolde  or  opptessionne 
falle, 

Ne  moe  the  Englyshmenne  yn  vayne  for  hele 
shal  calle. 

sJaKYNGE  EDWARDEehysQUEENE.^i 


QUEENE. 

BOTTE,  loverde,  whie  so  manie  Normannes 
here  S 

Mee  thynckethe  wee  bee  notte  yn  Englyshe 
londe. 

These  ^browded  straungers  alwaie  doe 
appere, 

There  parte  yor  trone,  and  sete  at  your  ryghte 
honde. 


^Em¬ 

broi¬ 

dered. 


KYNGE. 

Go  to,  goe  to,  you  doe  ne  understonde: 

Theie  yeave  mee  lyffe,  and  dyd  mie  *bowkie  *  Person, 
kepe; 

Theie  dyd  mee  feeste,  and  did  uembowre  me  *  Lodge, 
gronde; 

T o  trete  hem  ylle  wulde  lette  mie  kyndnesse 
slepe. 

QUEENE. 

^Mancas  you  have  yn  store,  O'  to  them  parte;  **  Marks. 

Youre  leege-folcke  make  moke  dole,  you  have  ^Passed 
theyr  worthe  ^asterte.  by. 

s 
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KYNGE. 

I  hestc  no  rede  of  you.  I  ken  mie  friendes. 
Hallie  dheie  are,  fulle  ready  mee  to  hele. 
Theyre  volundes  are  ystorven  to  self  endes; 
Doubt.  No  Menwere  yn  mie  breste  I  of  them  fele: 

I  muste  to  prayers;  goe  yn,  and  you  do  wele; 

I  muste  ne  lose  the  dutie  of  the  daie; 

Go  inne,  go  ynne,  ande  viewe  the  azure 
Wave.  ^rele, 

Fulle  welle  I  wote  you  have  noe  mynde  toe 
praie. 

QUEENE. 

I  leeve  youe  to  doe  hommage  heaven-- were; 
To  serve  yor  leege-folcke  toe  is  doeynge 
hommage  there. 

JZ  KYNGE  €r  SYR  HUGHE.  J0 
KYNGE. 

Mie  friende,  Syr  Hughe,  whatte  tydynges 
brynges  thee  here  ? 

HUGHE. 

Purse.  There  is  no  mancas  yn  mie  loverdes  ^ente; 
The  hus  dyspense  unpaied  doe  appere; 

The  laste  receivure  ys  eftesoones  dispente. 

KYNGE. 

Thenne  guylde  the  Weste. 

HUGHE. 

Mie  loverde,  I  dyd  speke 
Untoe  the  mitte  Erie  Harolde  of  the  thynge; 
He  raysed  hys  honde,  €r  smoke  me  onne  the 
cheke, 

Saieynge,  go  beare  thatte  message  to  the 
kynge. 


KYNGE. 

^Arace  hym  of  hys  powere;  bic  Goddis 
worde, 

Ne  moe  thatte  Harolde  shall  y wield  the  erlies 
swerde. 


HUGHE. 

Atte  seeson  fytte,  mie  loverde,  lette  itt  bee; 
Botte  nowe  the  folcke  doe  soe  *enalse  hys 
name, 

Inne  strevvynge  to  slea  hymme,  ourselves  wee 
slea; 

Syke  ys  the  doughtyness  of  hys  grete  fame. 

KYNGE. 


Hughe,  I  beethyncke,  thie  rede  ys  notte  to 
blame. 

Botte  thou  maiest  fynde  fulle  store  of  marckes 
yn  Kente. 

HUGHE. 


Mie  noble  loverde,  Godwyn  ys  the  same; 
He  sweeres  he  wylle  notte  swelle  the 
Normans  ent. 

KYNGE. 

Ah  traytoure !  botte  mie  rage  I  wylle 
commaunde. 

Thou  arte  a  Normanne,  Hughe,  a  straunger  to 
the  launde. 


Thou  kenneste  howe  these  Englyscheerledoe 
bere 

Such  stedness  in  the  yll  and  evylle  thynge, 
Botte  atte  the  goode  theie  hover  yn 
denwere, 

Onknowlachynge  gif  thereunto  to  clynge. 


*  Divest. 


*  Em¬ 
brace. 


HUGHE. 

Onwordie  syke  a  marvclle  of  a  kynge ! 

O  Edwarde,  thou  dcservest  purer  leege; 

To  thee  heie  shulden  al  theire  mancas  brynge ; 
Thie  nodde  should  save  menne,  and  thie 
glomb  forslege. 

Flat-  I  amme  ne  ^curriedowe,  I  lacke  no  wite, 
terer.  I  speke  whatte  bee  the  trouthe,  and  whatte  all 
see  is  ryghte. 

KYNGE. 

Thou  arte  a  hallie  manne,  I  doe  thee  pryze. 
Comme,  comme,  and  here  and  hele  mee  ynn 
mie  praires. 

Allow.  Fulle  twentie  mancas  I  wylle  thee  ^alise, 

And  twayneof  hamlettes  to  thee  £r  thie  hey  res. 
Soe  shalle  all  Normannes  from  mie  londe  be 
fed, 

Theie  alleyn  have  syke  love  as  to  acquyre  yer 
bredde. 

CHORUS. 

WHAN  Freedom,  dreste  yn  blodde-steyned 
veste, 

To  everie  knyghte  her  warre-songe  sunge, 
Uponne  her  hedde  wylde  wedes  were  spredde ; 
A  gorie  anlace  bye  her  honge. 

She  daunced  onne  the  heathe; 

She  hearde  the  voice  of  deathe; 
Pale-eyned  affryghte,  hys  harte  of  sylver  hue, 
Freeze.  In  vayne  assayled  her  bosomme  to  ^acale; 

She  hearde  onflemed  the  shriekynge  voice  of 
woe, 

And  sadnesse  ynne  the  owlette  shake  the  dale. 
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She  shooke  the  burled  speere, 

On  hie  she  *jeste  her  sheelde, 

Her  foemen  all  appere, 

And  fkzze  alonge  the  feelde. 

Power,  wythe  his^heafodstraughtynto  the  skyes, 
Hys  speere  a  sonne-beame,  ©■  hys  sheelde  a  starre, 
Alychetwaiebrendeynge  gronfyres  rolls  hys  eyes, 
^Chaftes  with  hys  yronne  feeteOsoundestowar. 
She  syttes  upon  a  rocke, 

She  bendes  before  hys  speere, 

She  ryses  from  the  shocke, 

Wieldynge  her  owne  yn  ayre. 

Harde  as  the  thonder  dothe  she  drive  ytte  on, 
Wytte  scillye  wympled  gies  ytte  to  hys  crowne, 
Hys  longe  sharpe  speere,  hys  spreddynge 
sheelde  ys  gon, 

He  falles,  6>  fallynge  rolleth  thousandes  down. 

War,  goare-faced  war,  bie  envie  burld,  arist, 
Hys  feerie  heaulme  noddynge  to  the  ayre, 
Tenne  bloddie  arrowes  ynne  hys  streynynge 
fyste — 
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